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LIFE OF TICKELL 



Thomas TICKELL, was bom at Bridekirk, in 
Cumberland, in 1686. He entered Queen's College, 
at Oxford, in 1701 ; received his master's degree hi 
1TD8 i and, two years afterwards, was admitted tu 
a fellowship which he vacated by marriage, in 1726. 
His lines in praise of Rosamond secured liiin the 
friendship of Addison ; who treated him, through 
life, with the affection of a father, and, at his death, 
made him J lis literary executor. 

During the treaty between France and England, 
Tickell wrote his Prospect of Peace; and, when 
king George came over to rule the country, he 
celebrated the Royal Progress. The first was 
praised in the Spectator, and the latter inserted in 
it at full length. 

But the most important literary enterprise of 
Tickell, was an attempt to divide the favour of the 
world with Pope, by a rival version of the Iliad. A 
translation of the first book had lain by him ever 
since his residence at Oxford; and, when Pope 
began to publish his, there was envy enough in 
Addison to bring that of Tickell to the light. Each 
version had its party of admirers ; for what Addison 
liad been the means of sending into the world, he 
would not Jet die for the want of su\v£OYt. \\t 
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bestowed great praise upon the translation 
Pope ; but, as he gave that of Tickell the ] 
ference, his praise of the former only servec 
enhance the merit of the latter. The wits u 
with Addison, and the town with Pope. ' I h 
the mob,' says the latter, on my side ;' but, he a< 
' it is common for the smaller party to make uj 
diligence what they want in numbers. I appea 
the people as my proper judges : and, if they 
not inclined to condemn me, I am in little < 
about the high-flyers at Button's.' 

This was a wise and valiant speech ; but his i 
sequent attempt to prove Addison the authoi 
Tickell's translation, was too clear a proof, that P 
cared more about the high-flyers at Button's t 
he was willing to admit. The evidence of A 
son's authorship is given by Spence ; and Dr. J< 
son has copied the facts with an apparent ac 
escence in the conclusion. Pope tells his < 
story ; and, according to him, as .there had 1 1 
been such a coldness between himself and Add 
that they seldom met except at Button's, he 
surprised one day to be taken aside, and invitee 
dine. After dinner, Addison told him, that 
friend Tickell, while at Oxford, had made a ' 
sion of Homer's first Book, which he now desig 
to publish ; and, as the manuscript had been 
into bis hands for revision, he begged, that P 
would not desire him to look over the first bool 
his, because it would have the appearance of doi 
dealing. When it became known, that Tick< 
version was in the press, Pope met Dr. Yot 
who, it seems, had not yet heard of the fact, 
was confounded with the intelligence. He s 
that he and Tickell used to communicate to e 
other whatever verses they wrote, even to the 1 
tilings ; that the latter could hardly have been 
ployed upon such a work without his privity ; and 1 
it was unaccountable he s\xo\Ad^^\\\^V^ssfia 
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mf a secret. Steele, too, in his anger, says, 
t, if the reputed translator of the first book of 
ler shall please to give us another book, there 
! appear another good judge in poetry, besides 
Alexander Pope, who shall like it;" and 
ice tells us, that, when a third person introduced 
subject in a conversation between Pope and 
:ell, the latter did not deny, that Addison was 
uithor. 

le last statement is not sufficiently authentic 
i ; nor would it be conclusive, if it were. It 
•t said, that Pope charged Addison with the 
orship; and we can hardly suppose, that 
:ell would be forward to deny a fact, which had 
pet been asserted. Addison's paternal friend- 
for him is sufficient to explain the interest he 
in the fate of his translation ; and we are not 
onclude, without the most positive evidence, 
he would thus impose upon the world, or that 
:ell would submit to be the instrument of the 
:. The remarks of Dr. Young might be very 
ral; but they are by no means decisive. 
:ell might be free to communicate the trifles, 
:h he occasionally produced, without thinking 
»elf obliged to increase the chances of detection, 
nparting even to a friend, that he had under- 
n so important a task as that of translating 
ler. That he might labour at such a task, with- 
the knowledge of any other person, it is quite 
ible to imagine ; and the circumstance of his 
>ing the translation so long unpublished, will 
be a wonder, if we allow him prudence enough 
DStain from giving the world the earnest of a 
brmance, which he might not be able to com- 
e. It has been said, that the translation is too 
1 for Tickell. This is always a dangerous argpi- 
t. The slightest fact will serve to reivLte \t \ 

* Steele's Letters, -vol. \u p. 499. 
A 2 
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.li.-iL uhcn rcfutCvl. h only increases th? merit, 
which it was designed to undervalue. Tickell ha« 
wrir.in other poetry, which shows him capable of 
sr.c-i a translation; and his Elegy upon Addison 
.uORu would indicate both himself and his friend 
*rvm the charge of practising upon the credulity of 
tii l w orld. Siei le, indeed, calls hist elegy nothing* but 

• itosc in rhyme:* but Johnson thinks there is not 

• a tii ore sublime or a more t levant funeral poem to 
•■c i in the whole coir pas* of English literature." 

^V-.c;, the dispute arose r«. spec; ing the Harorer 
s r v- c s> ■ i Ts cl ; 13 >» rote the Ler.c* la m h v'^tu k. 
N . : u.i h.s . T e.C gv ■ unrewarded : Addison employed 
r.". . ,-i puVtc business, wh<.n he wtr.t to Ireland a* 
s. . ri :jLry to Lord Sunderland; anil, on being- made 
>; :: .::i77 ei st^ti, appointed 1i:te his under-secre- 
:^r>. Afur the death of his patror. he became i 
rf co-.>".dirub:e eov-sequraoe in the a.'.mrnsirs- 
*. . \ . a-.:d. .*bo;.t } <. .ir IT--*. \ias::»sde surwtuy 
: . i 1_ ■. r*Is J s i ■*" I r t ! .i ■. »*. . I'M s y g*\ ; 
. :v i\ ■ry-p."*r'. * bi e; ..-.air.u-d «i:.r. 

vL;r.-. :^-r. by Adii- 

r . . .". v. 'rjo s; t-.s no; :^ :.;.\\ v. v.-..:,:^ the 3^- 
.C- - ■ 1 1 i T< rv " c :i .»: .y v ,vr. i ■ ■ ■■ . ?\ io;:cr* . 

• " ;: ^LTi »" sv. t -r\ v . ry ^v.irs >: .": :v.-:e ecisp*:.- 
-■. ■: i:v;;*.i-: vej.-i*".* r. : •* u*a;: :.::v.ss:"*f 
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load me , so as to put it out of my power to 
express my gratitude ; and t against your conscience 
you put compliments upon the letter I writer on 
purpose to make mc write worse, or not at eJJ, for 
the future. I remember some faint strokes of this 
unjust proceeding" in myself, when I had a little 
credit in the world ; but in no comparison with 
yours, which have filled up the measure ofimquU) /* 



^purdeathers/ had written an Ode on the King^s 
birth day ; for which JLord Carteret Efave; him an 
md^r on Mr. Tick ell for a gratuity of tifty pounds. 
Overwhelmed with the magnitude of the donation, 
lie could not help expressing" his cc&tacy in a /Hart/ 
of his feelings from the time he heard the news, until 
he received the money. Some delay was occasion- 
ed by the illness of Mr. Tickcll; but Filkin^tun 
co old find no excuse for a man, who stood bet wist 
him and fifty pounds; and, among the other * plagues 
of wealth,* he reckoned his frequent visits to the 
door of the secretary. 

— - f Went in hig-h spirits to the secretary's (but, 
as a drawback to my happiness), received the dis- 
piriting' account of his being confined to his cham- 
ber ; denied admittance, 

■ MemorantL I J is excellency easier of access than 
Us officer. 
— Tuesday, 17. (February.) 

c The secretary still sick; paid a visit to the street 
door about twelve ; returned melancholy. 



Thursday, ditto. 

Friday, ditto. 
Saturday, ditto. 
Sunday, ditto. 
4 O ! 'twas a dreadful interval of time ! 




Wednesday, ditto. 



9 Scott's Edition of Swift'* Works, vol. x\x. V- ^ • 
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Mo Iff DAT, 23. 

* Ordered to wait again on Mr. T ; but hap- 
pening to be over eager to receive the sum, I has- 
tened away too unseasonably about half an hour 
after twelve, and found him asleep. 

'Mem. Admitted this morning to stand in the 
hall, and not at the door, as hath been slanderously 
and mischievously reported ; I presume it happen- 
ed so at other times. 

' Walked in the piazza till after one, ruminating 
on the various hopes and fears with which my mind 
had been tormented this week past ; could not for- 
bear repeating aloud the two lines of the libel, 
which accidentally are not more true of Mr Addison 
than his friend, 

Who, grown a minister of itate, 
Sees poeti at hit levee wait.' 

It was, as we have said, about the year 1723, that 
Tickell was made secretary to the Lords Justices 
of Ireland. He continued in that office till his death 
in 1740 ; but his life appears to have been spent 
without any remakablc occurrence. Whatever 
might have been his occupation, he did not entirely 
forsake the Muses ; and, though we are unable to 
name the particular works, about which he em- 
ployed himself, the following letter will show, that 
he submitted poetry of some sort to the criticism of 
Swift:— 

* Deanery House, July 20, 173 1. 

' Sir, 

* After frequent reading with as much care as 
I could, I found but the three remarks above men- 
tioned that I could possibly make. Only I would 
sink nine of the ten thousand fathom, and call it a 
thousand. I desire you will please to finish it. I 
have been riding out to-day, as well as yesterday, 
my health, but find myse\£ much «Sro?tott&,UA. 
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* 1 have marked the figures 1, 2, 3, in your ori- 
ginal. 

' 1. For -when I would advise -where, 
'2. I do not well understand this line. 
■ '3. I see what this and. Ma* refer to. But in the 
line just before, there are two words, present and 
past, and in the next line above viscus, and leach, 
which will make some difficulty to a common 
reader.'* 

There are nearly ten years in the life of Tick ell, 
of which we can find no account. He died at Bath, 
on the 23d of April, 1740. 

There was little weight in the argument, that 
Tickell could not have translated the first Iliad, 
because the style is above his powers. The reader 
will find great spirit and harmony in nearly all his 
original poems; and we would mention the Letter 
to Avignon as one of the happiest specimens of 
epistolary poetry to be found in the language. It 
is difficult to sustain our interest through a series 
of topics, which^ uniting* in no common effect, are 
apt to neutralize each other; and, whatever may 
be the merit of particular passages selected from 
the epistles of the various English poets, they are, 
as a body, by no means the most fascinating species 
of composition. Tickell seems to have written in 
a felicitous mood; and he triumphs over all disad- 
vantages. He soars at the first start ; and sustains 
his elevation to the last. He is happy in the choice 
of topics; apt in his expressions; lively, without 
pertness; and sarcastic, without being severe. 

Nearly the same remarks may be applied to Ken- 
sington Garden ; a poem, by which the author pro- 
bably intended to convince the world, that, like 
Homer, he could celebrate the battles of small 
beings as well as great. It is an epic upon Oberon 
and his fairies. His heroes are ha\$ aa. eV\iv\v^vgoX\ 

* Scot, Sw. vol. xbu pp. m-3. 
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they hold council under a toadstool ; and rush to bat- 
tle with the stings of bees. To endow such creatures 
with the same passions, and make them subservient 
to the same motives, as ourselves, affords ample 
scope for the display of those incongruities be- 
tween thought and action, project and perform- 
ance, which, though an inferior species of wit, are 
always sure to produce a smile. But Tickell shows 
himself more fitted to sing the wrath of Oberon, 
than that of Achilles; and, when he stopped at 
the first book of the Iliad, and never gave us the 
promised translation of the Odyssey, we may sus- 
pect, that he was restrained, not so much from the 
fear of competition, as the consciousness of in- 
ability. 



CotrruraiKo kings and fields of death too long 
Have been the subject of the Britiah song. 
Who hath not read of fam*d RamihVs plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube chok'd with slain t 
Exhausted themes! a gentler note I raise, 
And sing returning Peace in softer lays. 
Their fury quell'd, and martial rage allay'd, 
I wait our heroes in the silvan shade. 
Disbanding hosts are imaged to my mind, 
And warring powers in friendly leagues combinM, 
While ease and pleasure make the nation smile, 
And Heav'n and Anna bless Britannia's isle. 

Well sends our queen her mitred Bristol forth , 
For early councils fam'd and long-tried worth, 
Who thirty rolling years had oft withheld 
The Swede and Saxon from the dusty field, 
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Completely form'd to heal the Christian wounds, 
To name the kings, and give each kingdom bounds, 
The face of ravaged Nature to repair, 
By leagues to soften earth, and Heaven by prayV ; 
To gain by love where rage and slaughter fail, 
And make the crosier o'er the sword prevail. 

So when great Moses with Jehovah's wand 
Had scattered plagues o'er stubborn Pharoah's land. 
Now spread an host of locusts round the shore, 
Now turn'd Nile's fattening streams to putrid gore, 
Plenty and gladness mark'd the priest of God, 
And sudden almonds shot from Aaron's rod. 

O Thou ! from whom these bounteous blessings 
flow, 

To whom, as chief, the hopes of Peace we owe, 
(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend 
To style companion, and to make their friend, 
Great Strafford ! rich in every courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the second place) 
From Britain's isle, and Isis' sacred spring, 
One hour, oh ! listen while the Muses sing. 
Though Ministers of mighty monarchs wait 
With beating hearts to learn their master's fate, 
One hour forbear to speak thy queen's commands, 
Nor think the world, thy charge, neglected stands; 
The blissful prospects in my verse display'd 
May lure the stubborn, the deceiv'd persuade ; 
Ev'n thou to Peace shalt speedier urge the way, 
And more be hasten'd by this short delay. 
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The haughty Gaul in ten campaigns overthrown 
Now ceas'd to think the western world his own. 
Oft had he mourn'd his boasting 1 leaders hound, 
And his proud bulwarks smoking on the ground. 
In vain with powers renew'd he fill'd the plain, 
Made timorous vows, and brib'd the saints in vain ; 
As oft his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the trench, and skulk'd behind the line. 
Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, 
At feasts he starts, and seems dethroned in dreams; 
On glory past reflects with secret pain, 
On mines exhausted, and on millions slain. 

To Britain's queen the sceptred suppliant bends, 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with Christian blood to buy, 
Nor asks for glory at a price so high. 
At her decree the war suspended stands, 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands ; 
Their open brows no threatning frowns disguise, 
But gentler passions sparkle in their eyes. 
The Gauls, who never in their courts could find 
Such tempered fire with manly beauty join'd, 
Doubt if they're those whom dreadftA Vo n\s^ 
in forms so fierce their fearful fancies Offtftf s 
voi. xvir. R 
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At whose dire names tea thousand widows pmiM 
Their helpless orphans cfiagmg to the breast 
In silent rapture each his foe surreys; 
They tow firm friendship and give mutual prism i 
Brave minds, however at war* are secret friends _f 
Their generous discord with the battle ends: * 
In Peace they wonder whence iBsffmsinsi fose, . . 
And ask how souk so like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly shouts reboune^ 
And social clarions mix their sprightly sound ; . 
The British flags are furl'd, her troops disband^ . 
And scatter*d armies seek their native land. 
The hardy veteran proud of many a scar, 
The manly charms and honours of the war* 
Who hop'd to share his friends' illustrious deem, „ 
And in the battle find a soldier's tomb, 
L-eans on his spear to take his farewell view, 
And, sighing, bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye generous Fair ! receive the brave withsmnaft 
O'erpay their sleepless nights and crown their tnifc: 
Soft beauty is the gallant soldier's due ; 
For you they conquer, and they Bleed for you* 
In vain proud Gaul with boastful Spain conspires 
When English valour English beauty fires: 
The nations dread your eyes, and kings despair 
Of chiefs so brave till they have nymphs so.fahv 

See the fond wife, in tears of transport drownH 
Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o'er every wotjao\ 
Hangs on the hps that fields of blood relate, * 
And smiles or trembles at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancied line, 
And marks feign'd trenches in the flowing wine, 
Then sets the' invested fort befatebsa c^ta* 
And mines, that whirl' d battanona ^ ^dm\ 




tittle listening progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 

Such, dire acluevements sings the bard, that teJU 
Of palfrey *d dames, bold knights, and magic spells, 
Where whole brigades one champion's arms o J er- 
throw, 

And cleave a giant at a random blow ; 
Slay paynims vile that force the fair, and tame 
The goblin*s fury and the dragon's flame* 
Our eager youth to distant nations run. 
To visit fields their valiant fathers won j 

Fhndria's shore their country's fame they 
trace, 

Till fur Gerniania shows her blasted face, 
The' exulting Briton asks hi a mournful guide, 
Where his hard fate the lost Bavaria tried ; 
Where Stepney grav*d the stone to Anna's fame?— 
He points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name. 
Here fled the household, there did TaUard yield, 
Here Marlborough tura'd the fortune of the field : 
On those steep banks near Danube's raging flood i 
The Gauls thrice started back, and trembling stood : 
When Churchill's arm perceiv'd, they stood not 
long, 

But plunged amidst the waves a desperate throng ! 
Crowds whelmM on crowds dash'd wide the watry 
bed, 

And drove the current to its distant head. 

As when by Baphael's or by Kneller'a hands 
A warlike courser on the canvass stands, 
Such as on Landcn bleeding Ormond bore. 
Or set young Ammou on the Granlc shore, 
If chance a generous steed the work behold, 
He mortM, be neighs* he champa the foaritff \ 
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So Hochstet see , tumultuous passions roll, 
And hints of glory fire the Briton's soul, 
In fancied fights he sees the troops engage, 
And all the tempest of the battle rage. 
Charm me, ye Powers ! with scenes less nobly 
right ; 

Par humbler thoughts the* inglorious Muse delight, 
Content to see the horrors of the field 
By ploughshares levelled or in flowers conceal'd. 
O'er shatterM walls may creeping ivy twine, 
And grass luxuriant clothe the harmless mine ; 
Tame flocks ascend the breach without a wound, 
Or crop the bastion, now a fruitful ground; 
"While shepherds sleep, along the rampart laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formidable shade. 

Who was the man, (oblivion blast his name, 
Torn out and blotted from the list of fame !) 
Who fond of lawless rule and proudly brave 
First sunk the filial subject to a slave, 
His neighbours' realms by frauds unkingly gain'd, 
In guiltless blood the sacred ermine stain'd, 
Laid schemes fbr death, to slaughter turn'd his 
heart, 

And fitted murder to the rules of art ? 
Ah ! curst Ambition ! to thy lures we owe 

All the great ills that mortals bear below; 

Curst by the hind, when to the spoil he yields 

His year's whole sweat and vainly ripen'd fields; 

Curst by the maid, torn from her lover's side, 

When left a widow though not yet a bride ; 

By mothers curst, when floods of tears they shed, 

And scatter useless roses on the dead ! 
Oh, sacred Bristol ? then what dangers prove 
The arts thou smil'st on with p&eT?o\Yn«<. 
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Then mixM with rubbish by the brutal foes, 
In vain the marble breathes, the canvass glows ; 
To shades obscure the glittering sword pursues 
The gentle poet and defenceless Muse : 
A voice like thine alone might then assuage 
The warrior's fury and control his rage ; 
To hear thee speak might the fierce Vandal stand, 
And fling the brandish'd sabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driven to Scythia's stormy shore 
The drum's harsh music and the cannon's roar. 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawless plain 
Where Tartar clans and grisly Cossacks reign ; 
Let the steel'd Turk be deaf to matrons' cries, 
See virgins ravish'd with relentless eyes, 
To death grey heads and smiling infants doom, 
Nor spare the promise of the pregnant womb, 
O'er wasted kingdoms spread his wide command, 
The savage lord of an unpeopled land! 

Her guiltless glory just Britannia draws 
From pure religion and impartial laws ; 
To Europe's wounds a mother's aid she brings, 
And holds in equal, scales the rival kings : 
Her generous sons in choicest gifts abound. 
Alike in arms, alike in arts renown'd. 
As when sweet Venus (so the fable sings) 
Awak'd by nereids from the ocean springs, 
With smiles she sees the threatening billows rise, 
Spreads smooth the surge and clears the low'ring 
skies, 

Light o'er the deep, with flutteringCupids crown'd 
The pearly couch and silver turtles bound, 
Her tresses shed ambrosial odours round. 

Amidst the world of waves so stands serein 
Britannia's isle, the Ocean' stately queexvA 
B 2 
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In vain the nations have conspirM her fall, 
Her trench the sea, and fleets her floating wall : 
Defenceless barks, her powerful navy near, 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader or what land opprest 
Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redrest ! 
Say where have e'er her Union Crosses sail'd, 
But much her arms, her justice more, prevail'd ! 
Her labours are to plead the' Almighty's cause. 
Her pride to teach the' untam'd Barbarian laws. 
Who conquers, wins by brutal strength the prize, 
But 'tis a godlike work to civilize. 

Have we forgot how from great Russia's throne 
The king, whose power half Europe's regions own, 
Whose sceptre waving, with one shout rush forth 
In swarms, the harness'd millions of the north, 
Through realms of ice pursued his tedious way 
To court our friendship and our fame survey ! 
Hence the rich prize of useful arts he bore, 
And round his empire spread the learned store : 
(To' adorn old realms is more than new to raise ; 
His country's parent is a monarch's praise.) 
His bands now march in just array to war, 
And'Caspian gulphs unusual navies bear; 
With runic lays Smolensko's forests ring, 
And wondering Volga hears the Muses sing. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 
Our Queen, and lay their sceptres at her feet ? 
Chiefs who full bowls of hostile blood had quafPt, 
Fam'd for the javelin and envenom'd shaft, 
Whose haughty brows made savages adore, 
Nor bow'd to less than stars or sun before : 
Her pitying smile accepts their suppliant claim, 
And adds four monarchs to Die, C\^\i^xv\«ssve. 
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Blest use of pow'r ! O virtuous pride in kings ! 
And like his bounty whence dominion springs ! 
Which o'er new worlds makes Heaven's indulgence 
shine, 

And ranges myriads under laws divine ! 

Well bought with all that those sweet regions hold, 

With groves of spices and with mines of gold. 

Fearless our merchant now pursues his gain, 
And roams securely o'er the boundless main. 
Now o'er his head the polar Bear he spies, 
And freezing spangles of the Lapland skies ; 
Now swells his canvass to the sultry line, 
With glittering spoils where Indian grottos shine, 
Where fumes of incense glad the southern seas, 
And wafted citron scents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer suns prepare the ripening gem, 
To grace great Anne's imperial diadem ; 
And here the ore, whose melted mass shall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field, 
Which, mix'd with medals of immortal Rome, 
May clear disputes, and teach the time to come. 

In circling beams shall godlike Anna glow, 
And Churchill's sword hang o'er the prostrate foe; 
In comely wounds shall bleeding worthies stand, 
Webb's firm platoon and Lumley's faithful band; 
Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies drest, 
And Campbell's dragon on his dauntless breast ; 
Great Ormond's deeds on Vigo's spoils enroll'd, 
And Guiscard's knife on Harley's Chili gold : 
And if the Muse, O Bristol ! might decree, 
Here Granville noted by the lyre should be, 
The l)Te for Granville, and the cross for tl\ee. 
Such are the honours grateful Britain p'AVs* 
So patriots merit* and so monarc\\s praise • 
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O'er distant times such records shall prevail, 

When English numbers, antiquated, fail: 

A trifling song the muse can only yield, 

And soothe her soldiers, panting from the field ; 

To sweet retirements see them safe convey'd, 

And raise their battles in the rural shade. 

From fields of death to Woodstock's peaceful glooms, 

(The poet's haunt) Britannia's hero comes — 

Begin, my Muse ! and softly touch the string; 

Here Henry lovM, and Chaucer learnt to sing. 

Hail, fabled grotto ! hail, Elysian soil ! 
Thou fairest spot of fair Britannia's isle ! 
Where kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the throne, 
And beauty was content to shine unknown, 
Where Love and War by turns pavilions rear, 
And Henry's bowers near Blenheim's dome appear. 
The wearied champion lull in soft alcoves, 
The noblest boast of thy romantic groves. 
Oft, if the Muse presage, shall he be seen * 
By Rosamonda fleeting o'er the green, 
In dreams be hail'd thy heroes' mighty shades, 
And hear old Chaucer warble through the glade s; 
O'er the fam'd echoing vaults his name shall bound, 
And hill to hill reflect the favourite sound. 
Here, here at least, thy love for arms give o'er, 
Nor, one world conquer'd, fondly wish for more ; 
Vice of great souls alone ! O thirst of fame ! 
The Muse admires it while she strives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chase the bounding deer, 
Or view the coursers stretch in wild career. 
This lovely scene shall soothe thy soul to rest, 
And wear each dreadful image from thy breast; 
With pleasure, by thy conquests shalt thou see 
The queen triumphant, vnddlYi^ra^lt^*. 
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No cares henceforth shall thy repose destroy, 
But what thou giv*st the world, thyself enjoy. 

Sweet solitude ! when life's gay hours are past, 
Howe'er we ranged, in thee we fix at last ; 
Tost through tempestuous seas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look hack, and bless the friendly shore : 
Our own strict judges, our past life we stan, 
And ask if glory hath enlargM the span ? 
If bright the prospect, we the grave defy; 
Trust future ages, and contented die. 

When strangers from far distant climes shall come, 
To view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 
Where, rear'd aloft, dissembled trophies stand, 
And breathing labours of the sculptor's hand, 
"Where Kneller's art shall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon's woes shall fill the storied wall, 
Heirs of thy blood shall o'er tlreir bounteous board 
Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental sword ; 
Banners that oft have wav'd on conquer'd walls, 
And trumps that drown'd the groans of gasping* 
Gauls ; 

Fair dames shall oft with curious eye explore 
The costly robes that slaughter'd generals wore, 
Rich trappings from the Danube's whirlpools 
brought, 

(Hesperian nuns the gorgeous 'broidery wrought) 
Belts stiff' with gold, the Boian horseman's pride, 
And Gaul's fair Bowers in human crimson dy'd. 
Of Churchill's race perhaps some lovely boy 
Shall murk the burnish'd steel that hangs on high. 
Shall gaze transported on its glittering charms, 
And reach it, struggling with unequal arms, 
By signs the drum's tumultuous sound request, 
Then seek, in starts, the hushing mother's uyc*^ 
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So in the painter's animated frame, 

Where Mars embraces the soft Paphian dame, 

The little Loves in sport his falchion wield, 

Or join their strength to heave his pondrous shield : 

One strokes the plume in Tityon's gore imbrued, 

And one the spear that reeks with Typhon's blood; 

Another's infant brows the helm sustain, 

He nods his crest, and frights the shrieking train. 

Thus, the rude tempest of the field o'erblown, 
Shall whiter rounds of smiling years roll on ; 
Our victors, blest in peace, forget their wars, 
Enjoy past dangers, and absolve the stars. 
But, oh ! what sorrows shall bedew your urns, 
Ye honourM shades! whom widow'd Albion mourns? 
If your thin forms yet discontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled mansions once your own, 
Behold what flowers the pious Muses strow, 
And tears which in the midst of triumpli flow ; 
Cypress and bays your envied brows surround, 
Your names the tender matron's heart shall wound, 
And the soft maid grow pensive at the sound ! 

Accept, great Anne! the tears their memory 
draws, 

Who nobly perish'd in their sovereign's cause ; 
For thou in pity bid'st the war give o'er, 
Moum'st thy slain heroes, nor wilt venture more. 
Vast price of blood on each victorious day ! 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 
Lamented triumphs ! when one breath must tell 
That Marlborough conqucrM, and that Dormer fell. 
Great Queen ! whose name strikes haughty mo- 
narchs pale, 
On whose just sceptre hangs E.uropa?a 
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Whose arm like Mercy wounds deckles like Fate, 
On whose decree the nations anxious wait; 
Fro m Albion's cl ifi s tl \y u ule-ext ended hand 
Shall o'er the main to far Peru command ; 
So Fast 34 tract whose wide domain shall run, 
ft* circling skies shall see no setting' sun ; 
Thee, thec, an hundred languages shall claim, 
And savage Indians swear by Anna's name ; 
The line and poles shall own thy rightful sway. 
And thy commands the severed globe obey. 

Round the vast hsdl4hy new dominions chain 
The wuirv kingdoms, and control the main ; 
Vln^tlkiii's straits to ( + ibi :ilt!ir they join, 
Across the seas a formidable line : 
The sight of adverse Gattl we fear no more. 
But, pleas'd, see Dunkirk now a guiltless shore 
3n vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground* 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound, 
Her giant genius takes a mighty stride, 
And sets his foot beyond the* encroaching tide; 
On either hank the land its master knows, 
And in the midst the subject ocean flows. 

So near proud Rhodes across the raging flood, 
Stupendous form ! the vast Colossus stood, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride) 
A whole hour's sail scarce reach'd the further side, 
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in loose array, 
Ten thousand streamers on the billows play. 

By Harley's counsels Dunkirk, now restorM 
To Britain's empire, owns her ancient lord : 
In him transfus'd his godlike father reigns, 
Rich in the blood which swell'd that patriot's veins, 
Who, boldly faithful, met his sovereign's frown, 
And scorn 'd for gold to yield the' important tovnv 
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His son was born the ravish'd prey to claim, 
And France still trembles at a Harley*s name. 

A fort so dreadful to our English shore, 
Our fleets scarce fear'd the sands or tempests more, 
Whose vast expenses to such sums amount. 
That the tax'd Gaul scarce furnish'd out the* ac- 
count, 

Whose walls such bulwarks, such vast towers re- 
strain, 

Its weakest ramparts are the rocks and main. 
His boast great Louis yields^and cheaply buys 
Thy friendship, Anna ! with the mighty prize. 
Holland repining, and in grief cast down, 
Sees the new glories of the British crown. 
Ah ! may they ne'er provoke thee to the fight, 
Nor foes more dreadful than the Gaul invite ; 
Soon may they hold the olive, soon assuage 
Their secret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 
To rend the banks, and pour, at one command, 
Thy realm, the sea, o'er their precarious land. 

Henceforth be thine, Vicegerent of the skies! 
Scorn'd worth to raise, and vice in robes chastise, 
To dry the orphan's tears, and from the bar 
Chase the brib'd judge, and hush the wordy war; 
Deny the curst blasphemer's tongue to rage, 
And turn God's fury from an impious age. 
Blest change ! the soldier's late destroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his native land ; 
Mistaken zealots shall with fear behold, 
And beg admittance in our sacred fold ; 
On her own works the pious queen shall smile, 
An d turn her cares upon her favourite isle. 
So the keen bolt a warrior ange\ «\m&, 
Avvay'd in clouds and wiupt in Tnax\VXw\^ ^«wvcs% 



He bears a tempest on his sounding- wings, 
And hia red arm the forky vengeance flings; 
At length, Heaven's wrath append, he quits the 
war, 

To roll his orb and guide hia deatin'd star, 
To shed kind fate and lucky hours bestow, 
And smile propitious on the world below. 

Around thy throne shall faithful nobles wait: 
These guard the church, and those direct the state. 
To Bristol, graceful in maternal tears, 
The Church her towery forehead gently rears; 
She begs her pious son to 3 assert her cause, 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws; 
Willi holy seal the sacred work begin. 
To bend the stubborn and the meek to win. 

Our Oxford's Earl in careful thought shall stand. 
To raise his queen and save a sinking land. 
The wealthiest glebe to ravenous Spaniards known 
He marks, and makes the golden world our own ; 
Content with bands uusoiJM to guard the prize, 
And keep the store with undesiring eyes. 

So round the tree that bore Hesperian gold. 
The sacred watch lay curl'd in many a fold j 
His eyes uprearing to the* untasted prey, 
The sleepless guardian wasted life away, 

Beneath the peaceful olives, rais'd by you, 
Her ancient pride shall every art renew, 
(The arts with you fam'd Harcourt shall defend,, 
And courtly Buhngbroke, tliu Muse's friend-) 
With piercing eye some search where Nature plays, 
And trace the wanton through her darksome maze ; 
Whence health from herbs, from seeds bow groves 
begun, 

Haw ut*) streams In circling eddies run ; 
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Some teach, why round the sun the spheres advance 
In the fix'd measures of their mystic dance ; 
How tides when heavM by pressing- moons overflow, 
And sun-born Iris paints her showery bow. 
In happy chains our daring language bound, 

> Shall sport no more in arbitrary sound; 
But buskin'd bards henceforth shall wisely rage, 
And Grecian plans reform Britannia's stage. 
Till Congreve bids her smile, Augusta stands 
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands. 
Britain's Spectators shall their strength combine 
To mend our morals and our taste refine ; 
Fight virtue's cause, stand up in wit's defence, 
Win us from vice, and laugh us into sense. 
Nor, Prior ! hast thou hush'd the trump in vain ; 
Thy lyre shall now revive her mirthful strain ; 
New tales shall now be told : if right I see, 
The soul of Chaucer is restor'd in thee. 
Garth, in majestic numbers, to the stars 
Shall raise mock heroes and fantastic wars. 
Like the young spreading laurel, Pope ! thy name 
Shoots up with strength, and rises into Fame. 
With Philips shall the peaceful vallies ring, 
And Britain hear a second Spenser sing. 
That rauch-lov'd youth whomUtrecht's walls confine, 
To Bristol's praises shall his Strafford's join : 
He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 
Rules for just thinking and poetfc laws, 
To growing bards his learned aid shall lend, 
The strictest critic and the kindest friend. 
Ev'n mine, a bashful Muse, whose rude essays 
Scarce hope for pardon, not aspire to praise, 

Cherish'd by you, in time may grow \.o fonv^ 
And mine survive with Bristol's ^Wvovslstoxml, 
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r*d with the views thU gfitterinff scene displays, 
nd suit with passion for my country^ praise, 
y artless reed attempts tfcb lofty theM 
here sacred Iais rolls her ancient stream; 
cloistered domes, the great Philippa's pride, 
here learning- blooms while fame and worth pre- 
side; 

here the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught, 
id Edward Jbrm'd his Creasy yet unf ought; 
here laureFd bards have struck the warbling 
strings, 

le seat of sages, and the none of kings, 
ere thy commands, O Lancaster! inflame 
y eager breast to raise the British name; 
rge on my soul with no ignoble pride 
» wdo the Muse whom Addison enjoy *di 
*e<thal bold swan to Heaven sublimely spar, 
jrsue at distance, and hjs steps adore. 



THE 

ROYAL PROGRESS * 



When Brunswick first appear'd, each honest heart, 

Intent on verse, disdain'd the rules of art; 

For him the songsters in unmeasuVd odes 

Debas'd Alcides and dcthron'd the gods ; 

In golden chains the kings of India led, 

Or rent the turban from the Sultan's head. 

One in old fables and the Pagan strain, 

With nymphs and Tritons wafts him o'er the main . 

Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms, 

And fills the' infernal region with alarms ; 

A third awakes some druid to foretel 

Each future triumph from his dreary cell. 

Exploded fancies ! that in vain deceive, 

While the mind nauseates what she can't believe. 

My Muse the' expected hero shall pursue 

From clime to clime, and keep him still in view ; 

His shining march describe, in faithful lays, 

Content to paint him, nor presume to praise : 

* Written as a compliment to George the ¥vrtt,cm \m vcrWtlin 
ihc British dominions. 



THE ROYAL FftOB*lSS. 



29 



Their charms, if charms they have,~the truth supplies, 
And from the theme unlabour'd beauties rise. 

By longing nations for the throne design'd, 
And call'd to guard the rights of human kind, 
With secret grief his godlike soul repines, 
And Britain's crown with joyless lustre shines; 
While pray'rs and tears his destin'd progress stay, 
And crowds of mourners choke their sovereign's 
way. 

Not so he march'd when hostile squadrons stood 
In scenes of death and fir*d his generous blood ; 
When his hot courser paw'd the' Hungarian plain, 
And adverse legions stood the shock in vain, 
His frontiers past the Belgian bounds he views, 
And cross the level fields his march pursues : 
Here pleasM, the land of Freedom to survey^ 
He greatly scorns the thirst of boundless sway : 
O'er the thin soil with silent joy he spies 
Transplanted woods and borrow'd verdure rise, 
Where every meadow, won with toil and blood 
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood, 
With fruit and flowers the careful hind supplies, 
And clothes the marshes in a rich disguise ; 
Such wealth for frugal hands doth Heaven decree, 
And such thy gifts, celestial Liberty ! 

Through stately towns and many a fertile plain 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main ; 
Whole nations crowd around with joyful cries, . 
And view the hero with insatiate eyes. 

In Haga's towers he waits, till eastern gales 
Propitious rise to swell the British sails ; 
Hither the fame of England's monarch brmgs . 
The vows and friendships of the ne\g\ibo\\Tv.xv^ 
kings: 

C2 
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Mature in wisdom, hi* extensive mind 
Takes in the Mended in te res t* of mankind. 
The worlds great patriot! calmmyasuriawi breast; 
Secure in him,0 Europe! take thy rent: •- 
Henceforth thy aJU ig dom s shall remain eennn'd 
By rocks or streamy the mounds which Heart 
design'd; 

The Alps their new-made monarch shall tnatTiiaj 

Nor shall thy hills, Pirene ! rise in vain. 

But see ! to Briton's isle the squadrons standi 
And leave the sinking; towers and lessening land; 
The royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain* 
Breaks through the billows, and divides the main. 
O'er the vast deep, great Monarch! dart 'thine 
eyes; 

A watry prospect bounded by the skies; ' 
Ten thousand vessels from ten thousand shores ■ 
Bring gums and gold, and either India's stores; 
Behold the tributes hastening to thy throne* 
And see the wide horizon all thy own ! 

Still is it thine. Though now the cheerful crew 
Hail Albion's cliffs just whitening to the view* 
Before the wind with swelling sails they ride 
Till Thames receives them in his opening tide. 
The monarch hears the thundering peals around 
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound, 
Nor misses yet, amid the deafening train* 
The roarings of the hoarse resounding main. 

As in the flood he sails from either side,- . 
He views his kingdom in its rural pride ; 
A various scene the wide-spread landscape yields 
O'er rich enclosures and luxuriant fields ; 
A lowing herd each fertile pasture ftua, 
And distant flocks stray o'er a tbouaao&\&&**. 




fd the island which they gra'd before 

?r*d bark* the regal targe infold* 

p the twilight with its beamr gold; 
: the finny shoals, a countless fry ! 
! whale or kingly dolphin fty : 
t about he seeks the crowded strand, 
eal of thunder gains the land, 
* Welcome, great Stranger* to our longings eves | 
Ola, king desir'd !' adopted Albion cries, 
4 For thee the East breathM out a prosp'rou* 



Bright were the suns, and gently eweilM the seas ; 
Thy presence did each doubtful heart compose, 
And factions wotider/d that they once were foes j 
That joyful day they lost each hostile name, 
The same their aspect, and their voice the same.* 

So two fair twins, whose features were design'd 
At one soft moment in the mother's mind, 
Show each the other with reflected grace, 
And the same beauties bloom in either face, 
The puzzled strangers which is which inquire, 
Delusion grateful to the smiling sire. 

From that fair hill* where hoary sages boast 
To name the stars and count the heavenly host, 
By the next dawn doth great Augusta rise, , 
Proud Town ! the noblest scene beneath the skies ! 



* Mr. Flamttead'f home, now the Obiemtory in Greenwich 
p*rk. 
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O'er Thames her thousand spires their lustre shed. 
And a vast nary hides his ample bed ; 
A floating forest ! from the distant strand 
A line of golden cars strikes o'er the land} 
Britannia's peers in pomp and rich array 
Before their king triumphant lead the way 
Far as the eye can reach the gaudy train 
A bright procession shines along the plain. 
So haply through the heaven's wide pathless 
ways 

A comet draws a long extended blaze, 
From east to west burns through the' ethereal 
frame, 

And half heaven's convex glitters with the flame. 
Now to the regal tower securely brought, 
He plans Britannia's glories in his thought ; 
Resumes the delegated power he gave, 
Rewards the faithful, and restores the brave; 
Whom shall the Muse from out the shining throng 
Select to heighten and adorn her song ? 
Thee, Halifax ! to thy capacious mind, 
O man approved ! is Britain's wealth consign'd : 
Her coin, while Nassau fought, debas'd and rude, 
By thee in beauty and in truth renew'd, 
An arduous work ! again thy charge we see, 
And thy own care once more returns to thee. 
O ! form'd in every scene to awe and please, 
Mixt wit with pomp, and dignity with ease ; 
Though call'd to shine aloft, thou wilt not scorn, 
To smile on arts thyself did once adorn : 
For this thy name succeeding times shall praise, 
And envy less thy garter than thy bays. 
The Muse, if nVd with thy enuvemit^^Tcv^ 
Perhaps shall aim at more exalted themes, 
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Record our monarch in a nobler strain, 

And sing" the opening wonders of his reign ; 

Bright Carolina's heavenly beauties trace, 

Her valiant consort and his blooming race. 

A train of kings their fruitful love supplies, 

A glorious scene to Albion's ravish'd eyes, 

Who sees by Brunswick's hand her sceptre sway'd, 

And through his line from age to age convey'd. 
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Where Kensington high o'er the neighbouring land 
'Midst greens and sweets, a regal fabric ! stands, 
And sees each spring luxuriant in her bow'rs, 
A snow of blossoms and a wild of flow'rs, 
The dames of Britain oft in clouds repair 
To gravel walks and unpolluted air ; 
Here, while the Town in damps and darkness He 
They breathe in sunshine, and see azure skies ; 
Each walk with robes of various dies bespread 
Seems from afar a moving tulip bed, 
Where rich brocades and glossy damasks glow. 
And chints, the rival of the showery bow. 

Here England's daughter, darling of the land ! 
Sometimes surrounded with her virgin band 
Gleams through the shades ; she, towering o'ef th 
rest, 

Stands fairest of the fairer kind confest ; 
Form'd to gain hearts that Brunswick's cause denied 
And charm a people to her father's side. 
Long have these groves to royal guests beei 
known, 

Nor Nassau first prefer'd them to a throne. 
Ere iVorman banners waV dm T&ntish air, 
Ere lordly Hubba with t\\e goYtatvXvivx 



PourM in his Danes, ere elder Julius came, 
Or Dardan Brutus gave our isle a name, 
A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood, 
The scene of wars, and stain'd with lover's blood. 
You who through gazing crowds, your captive 
throng, 

Throw pangs and passions, as you move along, 

Turn on the left, ye fair ! your radiant eyes, 

Where all unleveU'd the gay Garden lies. 

If generous anguish for another's pains 

Ere heavMyour heartsor shiverM through your veins, 

Look down attentive on the pleasing dale, 

And listen to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow space, where now in living rows 
Line above line the yew's sad verdure grows, 
Was, ere the planter's hand its beauty gave, 
A cotyomon pit, a rude unfashion'd cave : 
The landscape now so sweet, we well may praise, 
But far, far sweeter in its ancient days, 
Far sweeter was it when its peopled ground 
With fairy domes and dazzling towers was crown'd ! 
Where in the midst those verdant pillars spring 
Rose the proud palace of the elfin king ; 
For every hedge of vegetable green 
In happier years a crowded street was seen ; 
Nor all those leaves that now the prospect grace 
Could match the numbers of its pigmy race. 
What urg'd this mighty empire to its fate, 
A tale of woe and wonder I relate. 

When Albion ruPd the land, whose lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Their midnight pranks the sprightly Fairies ^\v, T, d 
On every bill, and dane'd in every shade ; 
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But, foes to suiiBhine, most they took delight 
In dells and dales concealed from human sight 
They hew'd their houses in the arching rock, . 
Or scoop'd the bosom of the blasted oak, 
Or heard, o'ershadow'd by some shelving hill, 
The distant murmurs of the falling rill ; 
They, rich in pilfer'd spoils, indulged their mirth. 
And pitied the huge wretched sons of earth : 
Ev'n now 'tis said, the hinds o'erhear their strain, 
And strive to view their airy forms in vain ; 
They to their cells at man' approach repair, 
Like the shy leveret or the mother hare, 
The whilst poor mortals startle at the sound 
Of unseen footsteps on the haunted ground. 

Amid this Garden then with woods o'ergrown 
Stood the lov'd seat of royal Oberon : 
From every region to his palace gate 
Came peers and princes of the fairy state, 
Who rank'd in council round the sacred shade 
Their monarch's will and great behests obey'd. 
From Thames' fair banks, by lofty towers adorn'd, 
With loads of plunder oft his chiefs return'd ; 
Hence in proud robes and colours bright and 

Shone every knight and every lovely fay. 
Whoe'er on Powell's dazzling stage display'd 
Hath fam'd king Pepin and his court survey'd, 
May guess, if old by modern things we trace, 
The pomp and splendour of the Fairy race. 

By magic fenc'd, by spells encompassM round, 
No mortal touch'd this interdicted ground; 
No mortal enter'd, those alone who came * 
Stolen from the couch of some terrestrial dame ; , 
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For oft of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 
And left some sickly channeling in their stead. 

It chanc'd a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was fostered here, the wonder of the wood. 
MHkah, for wiles above her peers renown'd, 
Deep skill'd in charms and many a mystic sound, 
As through the regal dome she sought for prey, 
Observed the infant Albion where he lay, 
In mantles broider'd o'er with gorgeous pride, 
And stole him from the sleeping mother's aide, 

Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind ! 
Ah, wretched nymph ! to future evils blind : 
The time shall come when thou shalt dearly pay 
The theft hard-hearted of that guilty day : 
Thou in thy turn shalt like the queen repine, 
And all her sorrows doubled shall be thine. 
He who adorns thy house, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, shall at length destroy. 

Two hundred moons in their pale course had seen 
The gay-rob'd Fairies glimmer on the green, 
And Albion now had reach'd in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals measure time. 
Flush'd with resistless charms he firM to love 
Each nymph and little dryad of the grove ; 
For skilful Milkah sparM not to employ 
Her utmost art to rear the princely boy : 
Each supple limb she swath'd and tender bone, 
And to the elfin standard kept him down ; 
She robb'd dwarf elders of their fragrant fruit, 
And fed him early with the daisy's root, 
Whence through his veins the powerful juices rap. 
And fonn'd in beauteous miniature the man ; 
Yet still, two inches taller than the rest, 
His lofty port his human birth contest •. 
Vox. XVII, n 
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A foot in height how stately did he show ! 
How look superior on the crowd below ! 
What knight like him could toss the rushy lan 
Who move so graceful in the mazy dance ? 
A shape so nice, or features half so fair, 
What Elf could boast ? or such a flow of hair ? 
Bright Kenna saw, a princess born to reign, 
And felt the charmer burn in every vein. 
She heiress to this* empire's potent lord, 
Prais'd like the stars, and next the moon ador 
She whom at distance thrones and prince* 
view'd, 

To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel sued, 
In her high palace languished, void of joy, 
And pin'd in secret for a mortal boy. 

He too was smitten, and discreetly strove 
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin's love. 
For her he cuHM the fairest flowers that grew 
Ere morning suns had drain'd their fragrant d 
He chas' the hornet in his mid-day flight, 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of n 
When on ripe fruits she cast a wishing eye 
Did ever Albion think the tree too high ? 
He showM her where the pregnant goldfinch 1 
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her younj 
To her the* inscription on their eggs he read ; 
(Admire, ye clerks! the youth whom Milkah t 
To her he show*d each herb of virtuous juice, 
Their powers distingmsh'd, and describ'd 
use. 

All vain their powers, alas ! to Kenna prove, 
And well sung Ovid ' There's no herb for lov< 
As when a ghost, enlargM from realms belo 
Seeks its old friend to te\\ some awareXvisfe* 



Hie poor shade shiverings 
His painful silence till the mortal speak? 
So fer»d it with the tittle lovesick nuud. 
Forbid to utter what her eyes betray'd: 
He saw her anguish and revealed his flame, 
And spar'd the blushes of the tongue-tied dame. 
The day would fail me should I reckon o'er 
The sighs they lavish 1 *], and the oaths they swore, 
In words so melting - that, comporM with those, 
The nicest courtship of terrestrial beaux 
Wo^dd sound like compliments from country clowns 
To red-cheek'd sweethearts, in their home-spun 
gowns. 

All in a lawn of many a various hue 
A bed of flowers (a Fairy forest) grew : 
1 Twas here one noon, the gaudiest of the 1 
The still, the secret, silent hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulips 1 ample shade 
Sat the young lover and the* immortal mitid. 
They thought all fairies slept. All, luckless fair ! 
Hid but in vain in the sun's noontide ftlare ! 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna's breast, 
Thus all the softness of his soul exprest : 

' All things are hush'd ; the sun's meridian rays 
Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze : 
Nor moon nor star in heaven's blue arch is seen, 
With kindly rays to silver o'er the green ; 
Grateful to fairy eyes they secret take 
Their rest, and only wretched mortals wake. 
This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 
A world to me, a multitude in one. 
Oh! sweet as dew-drops on these flowery lawns. 
When the sky opens and the evening dawns 
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Straight as the pink that towers so high in air ! 
Soft as the blowbell ! as the daisy fair ! 
Blest be the hour when first I was conveyM 
An infant captive to this blissful shade ! 
And blest the hand that did my form refine, 
And shrunk my stature to a match with thine ! 
Glad, I for thee renounce my royal birth, 
And all the giant daughters of the Earth. 
Thou, if thy breast with equal ardour burn, 
Renounce thy kind, and love for love return ; 
So from us two, combined by nuptial ties, 
A race unknown of demigods shall rise. 

speak, my love ! my vows with vows repay, 
And sweetly swear my rising fears away.' 

To whom (the shining azure of her eyes 
More brighten'd) thus the' enamour'd maid replies : 
' By all the stars, and first, the glorious moon, 

1 swear, and by the head of Oberon, 

A dreadful oath ! no prince of fairy line 

Shall e'er in wedlock plight his vows with mine. 

Where'er my footsteps in the dance are seen 

May toadstools rise, and mildews blast the green ; 

May the keen east-wind blight my favourite flowers, 

And snakes and spotted adders haunt my bow'rs - r 

Confin'd whole ages in a hemlock shade 

There rather pine I, a neglected maid ; 

Or worse, exil'd from Cynthia's gentle rays, 

Parch in the sun a thousand summer days, 

Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 

In sacred wedlock plight his vows with mine/ 

She ended, and with lips of rosy hue 
Pipp'd five times over in ambrosial dew, 
Stiffed his words, when from his covert rear'd 
The frowning brow of Oberon t^V^^*- 
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A sun-flower's trunk was near, whence (killing sight 1 ) 
The monarch issued, half an ell in height : 
Full on the pair a furious look he cast, 
Nor spoke, but gave his bugle-horn a blast, 
That through the woodland echo'd far and wide, 
And drew a swarm of subjects to his side. 
A hundred chosen knights, in war renown'd, 
Drive Albion banish'd from the sacred ground ; 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes 
Where the proud king, amidst his demi-gods, 
For Kenna's sudden bridal bids prepare, 
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 

If fame in arms with ancient birth combin'd, 
A faultless beauty and a spotless mind, 
To love and praise can generous souls incline, 
That love, Azuriel! and that praise was thine. 
Blood only less than royal fill'd thy veins ; 
Proud was thy roof and large thy fair domains. 
Where now the skies high Holland-House invades, 
And short-liv'd Warwick sadden'd all the shades, 
Thy dwelling stood, nor did in him afford 
A nobler owner or a lovelier lord : 
For thee a hundred fields produc'd their store, 
And by thy name ten thousand vassals swore ; 
So lov'd thy name, that at their monarch's choice 
All fairy shouted with a general voice ! 

Oriel alone a secret rage supprest, 
That from his bosom heav'd the golden vest. 
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 
Wide was his range and populous his clan. 
When cleanly servants, if we trust old tales, 
Beside their wages had good^fairy vails, 
Whole heaps of silver tokens, nightly paid, 
The careful wife or the neat dairy-maiid, 
D2 
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Sunk not his stores. With — iksj tad puajeUU 

bribes 

He gain'd the leaden of bb neighbour tr&ea, 
And ere the night the face of things hed chana/eV 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rana/d. 

Meanwhile, driv*n back to earth, a lonefy way 
The cheerless Albion wsnderV! half the daji 
Along, longjourney! chok'd with brakes and thoany 
HI measurM bj ten thousand barley-corns. 
TVd out at length a spreading stream he spied 
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide. 
*Twas then a spreading stream, though now its 
• fame 

Obscur*d, it bears the Creek's inglorious name* 
And creeps, as through contracted bounds it strays, 
A leap for boys in these degenerate days. 

On the clear crystal's verdant bank he stood, 
And thrice lookM backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groan'd, and thrice he beat his breast 
And thus in tears his kindred gods addrest : 

« If true, ye watry powers ! my lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 
Through all your grottos waft my plaintive sound, 
And urge the god, whose trident shakes the earth, 
To grace his offspring and assert my birth.' 

He said ; a gentle Naiad heard his pray'r, 
And touch'd with pity for a lover's care 
Shoots to the sea, where low beneath the tides 
Old Neptune in the' unfathom'd deep resides. 
Rous' d at the news the seas stern sultan swore - 
Revenge, and scarce from present arms forbore; 
But first the nymph his harbinger \ie aexv&a, 
And to her care the favourite boy commtT^&, 



As through the Thames her backward course she 

guides, 

Driven up his current by the refluent tides, 
Along his banks the pigmy legions spread 
She spies, and haughty Oriel at theif hesd : 
Soon with wrongM Albion's name the host she fires. 
And counts the ocean's god among his sires ; 
'The ocean's god, by whom shall be o'erthrown, 
(Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 
See here beneath a toadstool's deadly gloom n 
Lies Albion ; him the Fates your leader doom. 
Hear and obey ; tis Neptune's powerful call : 
By him Azuriel and his king shall fall.' 
She said ; they bow'd, and on their shields upbore 
With shouts their new saluted emperor. 
Ev*n Oriel smil'd, at least to smile he strove, 
And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love* 

8ee now the mourner of the lonely shade, 
By gods protected and by hosts obeyM ; 
A slave, a chief, by fickle Fortune's .play, 
In the Bhort course of one revolving day. 
What wonder if the youth, so strangely blest, 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breast : 
His thick embattled troops with secret pride 
He views extended half an acre wide : 
More light he treads, more tall he seems to rise, 
And struts a straw-breadth nearer to the skies. 

O for thy Muse, great bard !* whose lofty strains 
Fn battle join'd the Pigmies and the Cranes ; 
Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, 
Each colour'd legion, in my verse should shine : 
But simple I and innocent of art, 
The tale that sooth'd my infant years impart, 
* Mr, Addison. 
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The tale I heard whole winter-eves untir'd, 
And sing the battles that my nurse inspired. 

Now the shrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arm 
To rank and file reduce the straggling swarms: 
Thick rows of spears at once with sudden glare, 
A grove of needles, glitter in the air: 
Loose in the winds small ribbon streamers flow, 
Dipt in all colours of the heavenly bow, 
And the gay host, that now its march pursues, 
Gleams o'er the meadows in a thousand hues. 

On Buda's plains thus formidably bright 
Shone Asia's sons, a pleasing dreadful sight ! 
In various robes their silken troops were seen, 
The blue, the red, and prophet's sacred green, 
When blooming Brunswick near the Danube's flu 
First stain'd his maiden sword in Turkish blood. 

Unseen and silent march the slow brigades 
Through pathless wilds and unfrequented shade* 
In hope already vanquish'd by surprise 
In Albion's power the fairy empire lies ; 
Already has he seiz'd on Kenna's charms, 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 

The march concludes ; and now in prospect nes 
But fene'd with arms, the hostile towers appear; 
For Oberon (or Druids falsely sing) 
Wore his prime vizier in a magic ring, 
A subtle sprite ! that opening plots foretold 
By sudden dimness on the beamy gold : 
Hence in a crescent form'd his legions bright 
With beating bosoms waited for the fight : 
To charge their foes they march, a glittering bam 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel stand. 

What rage that hour did Albion's soul possess. 
Let chiefs imagine and let lovers guess ! 




i issuing from his ranks), that strove in vain 
: his course, athwart the dreadiul plain 
i indignant, and with haughty -cries 
! fight the fairy Prince defies. 
Forbear, rash youth ! the' unequal war to try, 
Nor, sprung from mortals, with immortals vie : 
No god stands ready to avert thy doom. 
Nor yet thy gfandsife of the waves is come. 
My words are vain — no words the wretch can mote. 
By beauty dazzled and bewitchM by love : 
He longs, he hums to win the glorious prize, 
And sees no danger white he sees her eyes* 

Now from each host the eager warriors start. 
And furious Albion flings his hasty dart. 
*Twas feather'd from the bee's transparent wing, 
And its shaft ended in a hornet*s sting ; 
But tost in rage, it flew without a wound 
High o'er the foe, and guiltless piere'd the ground. 
Not so AzuriePs ; with unerring aim 
Too near the needle-pointed javelin came. 
Drove through the sevenfold shield and silken vest. 
And lightly ras'd the lover's ivory breast, 
Kous'd at the smart, and rising to the blew, 
W ith his keen sword he cleaves hit* Fairy foe, 
Sheer from the shoulder to the waist he cleaves, 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. 

His useless steel hrave Albion wields no more, 
But sternly smiles, and thinks the combat o'er | 
So had it been, had aught of mortal strain 
Or less than fairy felt the deadly pain; 
But empyreal forms, how e'er in fig-ht 
Oash'd and dismcmherM, easily unite. 
As some fr:ul cup of China's purest mould, 
With M*are mrwsh'd and bedropt with. gold. 



Though broke, if CUr'd by sonic nice virgin** Lamb 
In its old strength and pristine beauty stands, 
The tumults of tile boiling Hohea braves, 
And holds secure the coffee's sable waves i 
So did Az Uriel's arm, if Fame say true, 
lie join Uie vital trunk whence first it grew, 
And whilst, in wonder fix'd, poor Albion stood, 
p lungM *« WW* sabre in 1118 ,ltart ' a war 
The golden broidery tender Mllkah wove, 
The breast to Kenna sacred and to love, 
J/ie rent and mangled, and the gaping wound 
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground: 
The jetty lustre sickens in his eyes, 
On his cold cheeks the bloomy freshness dies : 
' O Kenna ! Kcnna !' thrice he tried to say ; 
* Kenna ! farewell !' and sigh'd his soul away. 

His fall the Dryads with loud shrieks deplore 
By sister Naiads echo'd from the shore, 
Thence down to Neptune's secret realms conveyM 
Through grots, and glooms, and many a coral shade. 
The sea's great sire, with looks denouncing war, 
The trident shakes and mounts the pearly car, 
With one stern frown the wide-spread deep deforms* 
And works the madding ocean into storms : 
O'er foaming mountains and through bursting tidei 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides j 
Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It shoots, and lands him on the destin'd shore. 

Now fix'd on earth his towering stature stood, 
Hung o'er the mountains and o'erlook'd the wood: 
To Brompton's grove one ample stride he took, 
(The vallies trembled and the forests shook) 
The next hiige step reach'd the devoted shade 
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icre now the vanquish'd with the victors join'd, 
leath the regal banners stood combin'd. 
rhe* embattled dwarfs with rage and scorn he past, 
d on their town his eye vindictive cast ; 
deep foundations his strong trident cleaves, 
d high in air the' uprooted empire heaves ; 
his broad engine the vast ruin hung, 
lich on the foe with force divine he flung : 
hast the legions in the' approaching shade 
e' inverted spireB and rocking domes survey 'd, 
iat do wnwa r d tumbling on the host below 
iishM the whole nation at one dreadful blow : 
wers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are together lost, 
d a whole empire falls to soothe sad Albion's 
ghost! 

Such was the period long restrain'd by Fate, 

id such the downfal of the fairy state. 

ib Dale, a pleasing region, not unblest, 

is Dale possest they, and had still posses! . 

d not their monarch with a father's prid< 

nt from her lord the' inviolable bride ; 

sh to dissolve the contract seal'd above, 

le solemn vows and sacred bonds of Love. 

>w where his elves so sprightly dane'd the round 

> violet breathes nor daisy paints the ground ; 

s towers and people fill one common grave, 

shapeless ruin and a barren cave. 

Beneath huge hills of smoking piles he la\ , 

unn'd and confounded, a whole summer's dav ; 

: length awak'd, (for what can long restrain 

ibodied spirits but awak'd in pain ; 

id as he saw the desolated wood, 

id the dark den where once his empire sloovV 
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Grief chill'd his heart ; to his half-open'd eyes 
In every oak a Neptune secm'd to rise : 
He fled, and left with all his trembling peers 
The long" possession of a thousand years. 
Through bush, through brake, through grot 

and gloomy dales, 
Through dank and dry, o'er streams and flowc 

vales, 

Direct they fled, but often look'd behind, 
And stopt and started at each rustling wind. 
WingM with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Disperse and wander into different lands; 
Part hid beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie 
In silent glooms, impervious to the sky ; 
Part on fair Avon's margin seek repose, 
Whose stream o'er Britain's midmost region flow 
"Where formidable Neptune never came, 
And seas and oceans are but known by fame ; 
Some to dark woods and secret shades retreat, 
And some on mountains choose their airy seat ; 
There haply by the ruddy damsel seen, 
Or shepherd boy, they feally foot the green, 
While from their steps a circling verdure spring 
But fly from towns, and dread the courts of king 

Meanwhile sad Kenna, loth to quit the grove, 
Hung o'er the body of her breathless love, 
Tried every art (vain arts !) to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows !) to join him in the tomb. 
What could she do ? the Fates alike deny 
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die. 

An herb there grows, (the same old Homer* tel 
Ulysses bore to rival Circe's spells) 
•Odyw. Lib. X. 
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is ebon-black, but sends to light 

iiat bends with flow'rets milky white ; 

5 plant, which gods and fairies know, 

et kept from mortal men below ; 

ale limbs its virtuous juioe she shed, 

■mur'd mystic numbers o'er the dead ; 

w ! the little shape by magic pow'r 

ss and less, contracted to a flow'r, 

that first in this sweet garden smil'd, 

as sacred, and the Snow-drop styl'd. 

jw-born plant with sweet regret she view'd, 

with her sighs,'and with her tears bedew'd, 

d seeds from bank to bank convey'd, 

1 her lover whiten'd half the shade : 

1 from death each spring she sees him grow, 

•ies in the vegetable snow, 

»w increased through wide Britannia's plains 

f s warmth and spotless name retains ; 

ler of the flowery race aspires, 

most catches the sun's genial fires ; 

s and snows triumphant dares appear, 

he seasons and leads on the year. 

sd now of all the pigmy race, 

nor fairy touch'd the guilty place -. 

on heaps, for many a rolling age 

arst, the mark of Neptune's rage, 

Nassau recloth'd the desert shade, 

acred to Britannia's monarchs made. 

n the green-rob 'd nymph, fair Kcnna, came, 

that gave the neighbouring town its name; 

ten she saw the' ennobled Garden shine 

nphs and heroes of her lover's line, 

i to grace the mansions once her own. 

ire out in plants the fairy town 

VII 1: 



Tofar-femM Wise her flight 
And with gay ini^iiHi filTd 

And plann'd that landscape in a morning dream. 

With the sweet view the sire of Gardens ftfd 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inspired* 
The walls and streets in rows of yew design^ 
A nd forms the town jn aJJ Its ancient lines* 
The corner tree* he lifts more high in air, 
And girds the pakce with a verdant square ; 
Nor knows, while round he views the rising teen 
He build* a city as he plants his greens. 

With a sad pleasure the serial maid 
This image of her ancient realm survey*d> 
How changed, how fall'n* from its primeval pride! 
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover died, 
Each moon the solemn obsequies she pays* 
\nJ leads Khv dance beneath pale Cynthia's rays* 
J J leased in these shades to bead her fairy train, 
\j\d grace the groves where Albion's kinsmen reiflu 
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Urnn opus est, intact* Palladia urban 
Cafaaaw perpetuo eelebrare. 

HOB. I. Ode *n. 

Whilst you, my lord, adorn that stately seat, 

Where saining Beauty makes her soft retreat, 

Enjoying all those graces uncontrolled, 

Which noblest youths would die but to behold ; 

Whilst you inhabit Lowther's awful pile, 

A structure worthy of the founder's toil, 

AmazM we see the former Lonsdale t shine 

In each descendant of his noble line ; 

But most transported and surpris'd we view 

His ancient glories all reviv'd in you, 

Where charms and virtues join their equal race, 

Your father's godlike soul, your mother's lovely face . 

* This poem it subjoined to Dr. Johnson's Life of Tickell. 

t Richard, second Lord Viscount Lonsdale. He died of (he 
wall-pox at Dec. 1713. 

t Sir John Lowther, one of the early promoters of the Revolu- 
tion, was constituted Vice Chamberlain to King W\Y\\am and 
Queen Mary on their advancement to the throne, created Baton 
Low titer and Viscount Lonsdale in 1696, and appointed l*ot&T?n<n 
Set! to 1699. He died 10th July 1700 
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Delude the 

Which thus my thanks to much-lov'd 
In no ungrateful though unartful lays. 

Where shall I first the beauteous 
And all the gay variety expose ; 
For wheresoe'er t turn my wondering eyes 
Aspiring towers and verdant groves arise j 
Immortal greens the smiling plains array, 
And mazy rivers murmur all the way. 

\ might your eyes behold each sparkling 
And freely o'er the beauteous prospect roam, 
Lesa ravish'd your own Lowther you'd survey, 
Though pomp and state the costly seat display i 
Where Art so nicely has adom'd the place, 
That Nature's aid might seem an useless grace* 
Vet Natures smiles such various charms impart 
That virin and needless are the strokes of Art, 
In equal state our rising structures shine, 
Fram'd by such rules and form'd by such 
That here, at once surprised and pleas'd, we 
Old Athens lost and conquer'd in the new ; 
More sweet our shades, more fit our bright 
For warbling Muses and inspiring gods. 

Great VanburghV self might own each artJbl 
draught 

Equal to Models in his curious {ho\t^b^ 
•Sir John Vaaburtfi 
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orn a fabric by our plans to frame, 

mmortal labours sing tbeir fame : 

ays he saves them from destroying Fate, 

ut praise them, or but imitate. 

where the sacred Sheldon's haughty dome* 

the stately pomp of ancient Rome, 

form so great and noble seems design'd 
press the grandeur of its founder's mind : 
1 one lofty building we behold 
er the Latian pride could boast of old. 
10 dire combats feed the savage eye, 
•ew the sand with sportive cruelty ; 
ire adorn'd with what the Muse inspires, 
utshines their bloody theatres, 
(fill scene ! when here in equal verse 
uthful bards their godlike queen rehearse, 
archill's wreaths Apollo's laurel join, 
ig the plains of Hochstet and Judoign. 
let the Muse record our Bodley's seatf 
1 at numbers like the subject great. 

! thou fabric sacred to the Nine, 
ae immortal and thy form divine ! 

thy praise attempts the dangerous flight 
in thy various tongues be taught to write ; 
se, like thee, a lofty dress should wear, 
?athe the genius which inhabits there ; 
Dper lays alone can make thee live, 
y that fame which first thyself did give : 
itains which through secret channels flow, 
nr above, the floods they take below, 
> their father Ocean urge their way, 
the sea the streams it gave repay. 

e Theatre. f The Bodleian lAtaary. 
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No more we fear the military rage 
Nurs'd up in some obscure barbarian age, 
Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine 
From thick-skulTd heroes of the gothic line, 
Though pale the Romans saw those arms advance 
And wept their learning lost in ignorance. 
Let brutal rage around its terrors spread, 
The living murder, and consume the dead. 
In impious fires let noblest writings bum, 
And, with their authors, share a common urn, 
Only, ye fates ! our lov'd Bodleian spare, 
Re It, and Learning's self shall be, your care ; 
Here every art and every grace shall join, 
Collected Phoebus here alone shall shine, 
Each other seat be dark, and this be all divine. 
Thus when the Greeks imperial Troy defae'd, 
And to the ground its fatal walls debas'd, 
In vain they burn the work of hands divine, 
And vow destruction to the Dardan line, 
Whilst good -Eneas flies the' unequal wars, 
And with his guardian gods lulus bears ; 
Old Troy for ever stands in him alone, 
\nd all the Phrygian kings survive in one. 

Here still presides each sage's reverend shade, 
Iii soft repose and easy grandeur laid ; 
Their deathless works forbid their fame to die, 
"N or Time itself their persons shall destroy, 
Prcserv'd witliin the living Gallery.* 
What greater gift could bounteous heaven bestow 
Than to be seen above, and read below ! 
With deep respect I bend my duteous head 
To sec the faithful likeness of the dead ; 



* The Picture Gallery, 
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hat Muse can equal warmth impart ? 
er*8 skill transcends the poet's art. 
Jid the pictur'd founders I descry, 
iness soft and great with majesty, 
»f life the artful colours give, 
»re within their colleges they live ; 
begins in wilder rounds to roll, 
ing tumults combat in my soul, 
e awe my downcast eyes betray, 
Less than adoration pay. 
; the Roman fathers when, o'ercome, 
the Gauls insult o'er conquer'd Rome, 
ive seem'd the haughty victor's lord, 
rate chiefs their awful slaves adorM. 
t as this adorns your Lowther*s Hall, 
isting gods carouse upon the wall; 
r which creating paint supplies 
i each pleas'd spectator's eyes, 
amaz'd the figures, heavenly fair, 
. they breathe the true Elysian air : 
:essobold, great Verrio's hand has draw 
in dwellings brighter than their own. 
th a thousand raptures, I behold 
y features grac'd each bard of old ; 
i think did guide his charming tongue, 
air as this the poet sung ; 
as these glow'd with the sacred fire, 
like these employ'd the vocal lyre, 
h'd I pursue each image o'er, 
: admire their deathless labours more, 
i the gloomy Scaliger appears, 
; is critic and each feature sneers r 
Ben so smartly strikes the eye, 
n see a fancied comedy ; 
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The muddy Scotus crowns the motley show, 
And metaphysics cloud his wrinkled brow ; 
But distant awe invades my beating breast 
To see great Ormond in the paint exprest ; 
With fear I view the figure from afar 
Which burns With noble ardour for the war; 
But near approaches free my doubting mind, 
To view such sweetness with such grandeur join'd. 

Here studious heads the graver tablet shows, 
And there with martial warmth the picture glows; 
The blooming youth here boasts a brighter hue, 
And painted virgins far outshine the true. 

Hail, colours which with Nature bear a strife, 
And only want a voice to perfect life ! 
The wondering stranger makes a sudden stand, 
And pays low homage to the lovely band, 
Within each frame a real fair believes, 
And vainly thinks the mimic canvass lives, x 
Till undeceiv'd, he quits the' enchanting show. 
Pleas'd with the art, though he laments it too. 
So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, 
And aim'd at pleasures worthy of a god, 
A beauteous cloud was form'd by angry Jove, 
Fit to invite though not indulge his love ; 
The mortal thought he saw his goddess shine, 
And all the lying Graces look'd divine, 
But when with heat he clasp'd her fancied charms, 
The empty vapour balk'd his eager arms. 

Loth to depart I leave the* inviting scene, 
Yet scarce forbear to view it o'er again, 
But still new objects give a new delight, 
And various prospects bless the wandering sight. 
Aloft in state the airy towers arvse, 
And with new lustre deck the wo\\&ctyt\£ 
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Lo, to what height the schools ascending reach! 
Built with that art which they alone can teach ; 
The lofty dome expands her spacious gate 
"Where all the decent Graces jointly wait ; 
In every shape the god of Art resorts, 
And crowds of sages fill the' extended courts. 

With wonders fraught the bright Museum sec, 
Itself the greatest curiosity, 
Where Nature's choicest treasures all combin'd 
Delight, at once, and quite confound the mind ; 
Ten thousand splendours strike the dazzled eye, 
And form on earth another Galaxy. 

Here colleges in sweet confusion rise, 
There temples seem to reach their native skies ; 
Spires, towers, and groves compose the various shew, 
And mingled prospects charm the doubting view. 
Who can deny their characters divine, 
Without resplendent, and inspirM within ? 
But since above my weak and artless lays, 
Let their own poets sing their equal praise. 

One labour more my grateful verse renews, 
And rears aloft the low-descending Muse ! 
The building* parent of my young essays 
Asks, in return, a tributary praise : 
Pillars sublime bear up the learned weight, 
And antique sages tread the pompous height, 
Whilst guardian Muses shade the happy piles, 
And all around diffuse propitious smiles. 
Here Lancaster, adorn'd with every grace, 
Stands chief in merit as the chief in place : 
To his lov'd name our earliest lays belong, 
The theme at once and patron of our song 



'Queen's College Library: 
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Long may he o'er his much-lov'd Queen preside, 
Our arts encourage, and our counsels guide ; 
Till after ages, fill'd with glad surprise, 
Behold his image all majestic rise. 
Where now in pomp a venerable band, 
Princes, and queens, and holy fathers stand, 
Good Egglesfield* claims homage from the eye, 
And the hard stone seems soft with piety ; 
The mighty monarchs still the same appear, 
And every marble frown provokes the war ; 
Whilst rugged rocks, mark'd with Philippa's lace, 
Soften to charms, and glow with new-born grace. 
A sightless noble did the warriors yield, 
Transform'd to statues by the Gorgon shield ; 
Distorting fear the coward's form confest, 
And fury seem'd to heave the hero's breast ; 
The lifeless rocks each various thought betrayM, 
And all the soul was in the stone display'd. 

Too high, my verse ! has been thy daring flight; 
Thy softer numbers now the groves invite, 
Where silent shades provoke the speaking lyre, 
And cheerful objects happy songs inspire, 
At once bestow rewards and thoughts infuse, 
Compose a garland, and supply a Muse. 

Behold around, and see the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming scene ; 
The' eternal buds no deadly winter fear, 
But scorn the coldest season of the year ; 
Apollo, sure, will bless the happy place 
Which his own Daphne condescends to grace ; 
For here the everlasting laurels grow 
fn every grotto, and on every brow. 



• Rnbnt Kgfffesfield, B. D. the founder, VHQ. 
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'.eta bo gay demand a Congreve's strains 
I the gods and nymphs upon the plains ; 
;Ws his empire o'er the silvan throng, 
I to submit to his superior song ; 
Dcnham's genius looks With rapture down, 
leaser's shade resigns the rural crown, 
i with great thoughts a thousand sages rove 
rh every field and solitary grove, 

souls, ascending an exalted height, 
ir the drooping Muse's vulgar* flight, 
mgs to see her darling votaries laid 
h the covert of some gentle shade, 

purling streams and warbling birds conspire 

the' enchantments of the trembling lyre. 
• me, some god, to Christ-church, royal seat! 
y me softly in the green retreat 

Aldrich holds o'er wit the sovereign pow'r, 
owns the poets which he taught before, 
rich, Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
blest trophy of the conquer'd isle, 
Ids new warmth to our poetic fire, 
ires to England the Hibernian lyre. 

by Phcebus and his Aldrich taught, 
ith that heat wherewith his Churchill fought; 
rM in great Milton's strain he writes, 
ilton's angels, whilst his hero fights ; 
\ the bard whilst he with honour can, 
the poet and excels the man. 
ill the plains, the streams, and woods around, 
casing lays of sweetest bards resound ; 
ill echo of every note returns, 
:ening river-gods neglect their urns. 
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When Codrington* and Steele their verse un 
And form an easy unaffected strain, 
A double wreath of laurel binds their brow, 
As they are poets and are warriors too. 
Tropp's lofty scenes in gentle numbers flow, 
tike Dry den great, as soft as moving Rowe. 
When youthful Harrisonf with tuneful skill 
Mukes Woodstock Park scarce yield to Co 
Hill, 

OKI Chaucer from the' Elysian Fields looks c 
And sees at length a genius like his own ; 
Charm'dwith his lays which reach the shades 
Fair Kosamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets the anguish of an injurM soul, 
The fatal poniard and envenom'd bowl. 

Apollo smiles on Magdalen's peaceful bow 
Perfumes the air, and paints the grot with fl« 
Where Yaldcn learn'd to gain the myrtle cro 
And every Muse was fond of Addison. 
Applauded man ! for weightier trusts design' 
For once disdain not to unbend thy mind; 
Thy mother Isis and her groves rehearse, 
A subject not unworthy of thy verse ; 
So Latian fields will cease to boast thy praise 
And yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays; 
And when the age to come, from envy free, 
What thou to Virgil giv'st shall give to thee, 

• The great benefactor of All Souls' College. 

t William Harrison, Esq. fellow of New College Oxford, 
cue uf the Duke ol'Queensbury's sons, and afterwards teci 
mi eiutatsy to Holland. He died Feb. 14, 1713; and was 1 
by Swift and Young. His poem of Woodstock Park is pr 
IMili'y'i collection. 
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green. 



Danny's sslnM gtftf mcb verse as thine requires, 
halted raptures and celestial fires ; 
jjftlW^Kre shall plenteoualy impart 
Lsnftttiiis singing 10 curing 1 art. 
febnje herself the healing garden loves, 
Finch lonely ber declining strength improves % 
lento fte stakes of unrelenting Death* 
sn i lat e aj c hat tfrota, and can blunt his teeth. 
low aweeHne landscape ! where in firing trees 
toe fam * vegetable Hercules ; 
lions faanYr Achilles learns to lire again, 
ond luofayut angry in the mimic scene ; 
fere artful birds, which blooming arbours show, 
Mas to rry higher whilst they upward grow ; 
Tom Use same leaves both arms and warriors rise? 
jid every bough a different charm supplies. 

So when our world the great Creator made, 
did unadorn'd the sluggish Chaos laid, 
[ottot and Beauty own'd their sire the same, 
Lnd Form itself from parent-Matter came ; 
*hat lumpish mass alone was source of all, 
did bards and themes had one original 

In vain the groves demand my longer stay, 
lie gentle bis wafts the Muse away. > 
v*ith ease the river guides her wandering stream, 
Lnd hastes to mingle with uxorious Thame ; 

• Letter* from Italy, by Mr. Addison, 
t Tbettiyne garden at Oxford. Thi* hint wai hapV^Y 
in 1713 by Dr. Evans. 

r *t. xvu. 
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Attempting poets on her banks lie down, 
And quaff, inspirM, the better Helicon ; 
Harmonious strains adorn their various themes, 
Sweet as the banks, and flowing as the streams. 
BlessM we whom bounteous Fortune here has 
thrown, 

And made the various blessings all our own ! 
Nor crowns nor globes, the pageantry of state, 
Upon our humble easy slumbers wait, 
Nor aught that is Ambition's lofty theme 
Disturbs our sleep, and gilds the gaudy dream. 
Touch'd by no ills which vex the* unhappy great, 
We only read the changes in the state ; 
Triumphant Marlborough's arms at distance hear, 
And learn from Fame the rough events of war, 
With pointed rhymes the Gallic tyrant pierce, 
And make the cannon thunder in our verse. 

See how the matchless youth their hours improve, 
.And in the glorious way to knowledge move ! 
Eager for fame, prevent the rising sun, 
And watch the midnight labours of the moon. 
Not tender years their bold attempts restrain 
Who leave dull Time, and hasten into men ; 
Pure to the soul, and pleasing to the eyes, 
Like angels youthful, and like angels wise. 

Some learn the mighty deeds of ages gone, 
And by the lives of heroes form their own ; 
Now view the Granic chok'd with heaps of slain, 
And warring worlds on the Pharsalian plain; 
Now hear the trumpet's clangor from afar, 
And all the dreadful harmony of war; 
Now trace those secret tricks that lost a state, 
And search the fine -spun arts t\w.t made it great ? 



t those errors that its rain bred, 
i tone kagjost empire rear its ancient head. 
o% to whom persuasive arts belong, 
sin their looks, and music on their tongue) 
tad by the wit of Greece and Borne, 
richly to adorn their native borne { 
listening crowds confess the sweet surprise, 
leasuR in their breasts, and wonder in their 
eyas. 

> enriona minds the latent seed disclose, 
*b*m> darkest labyrinths expose ; 
areata* souls the distant worlds descry, \ 
to the 9 ootatretch'd borders of the say, F 
e jfrn, searching mind, and broad expand? 

*oeye. J 
u» whose rising years so great began, 
so fright youth I read the shining man, 
dale! know what noblest minds approve, 
oughts they cherish and the arts they love ; 
tse examples your young bosom fire, 
d your soul to boundless height aspire, 
ka I see you in our shades retired, 
rimirmg and by all adnriVd: 
loquence now charms my ravish'd ear, 
future senates shall transported hear; 
ournful verse inspires a pleasing woe, 
rw your cheeks with warlike fury glow ; 
on the paper fancied fields appear, 
ospects of imaginary war, 
lartial soul sees Hochstet's fatal plain, 
to the fam'd Ramillia o'er again. 
[ in vain these lofty names rehearse, 
the /hint Attempts of humble verse, 
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Which Garth should in immortal strsms 4e*igft, ' 
Or Addison exalt with warmth divine : - ■■ ' 
A meaner song my tender voice reijuireSy 
And fainter lays confess the fainter fires; 
By Nature fitted for an humble theme, ' 
A painted prospect, or a murmuring stream; 
To tune a rulgar note in Echo's praise, 
Whilst Echo's self resounds the flattering layir 
Or, whilst I tell how Myra's charms surprise, 
Paint roses on her cheeks, and sons within her eyes. 

O ! did proportion'd height to me belong, 
Great Anna's name should grace the* ambitious 
song; 

Illustrious dames should round their queen resort, 

And Lonsdale's mother crown the splendid court; 

Her noble son should boast no vulgar place* 

But share the ancient honours of his race, ^ « ■ 

Whilst each fair daughter's face and conquering eyes 

To Venus only should submit the prize. 

O matchless beauties, more than heavenly fair, 

Your looks resistless and divine your air ! 

Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams- diffuse, 

And no fond bard shall ask an useless Muse ; 

Their kindling rays excite a noble fire, 

Give beauty to the song, and music to the lyre. 

This charming theme I ever could pursue, 
And think the inspiration ever new, 
Did not the god my wandering pen restrain, 
And bring me to his Oxford back again. 

Oxford ! the goddess Muse's native home, 
InspirM like Athens, and adorn'd like Rome, 
Hadst thou of old been leaning's fam'd retreat, 
And pagan Muses chose thy lovely seat, 
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O how unbounded had the fiction been! 

What fancied visions had adorn'd the scene ! 

Upon each hill a silvan Pan had stood, 

And every thicket boasted of a god ; 

Satyrs had friskM in each poetic grove, 

And not a stream without its Nymphs could move ; 

Each summit had the train of Muses showM, 

And Hippocrene in every fountain flow'd : 

The tales, adorn'd with each poetic grace, 

Had look'd almost as charming as the place. 

Ev*n now we hear the world with transports own 
Those fictions by more wondrous truths outdone. 
Here pure Eusebia keeps her holy seat, 
And Themis smiles from heaven on this retreat ; 
Our chaster Graces own refin'd desires, 
And all our Muses burn with vestal fires ; 
Whilst guardian angels our Apollos stand, } 
Scattering rich favours with a bounteous hand, C 
To bless the happy air and sanctify the land. J 

O pleasing shades ! O ever green retreats ! 
Ye learned grottos and ye sacred seats ! 
Never may you politer arts refuse, 
But entertain in peace the bashful Muse ! 
So may you be kind Heaven's distinguish'd care, 
And may your feme be lasting as 'tis fair ! 
Let greater bards on fam'd Parnassus dream, 
Or taste the* inspiring Heliconian stream, 
Yet whilst our Oxford is the bless'd abode 
Of every Muse, and every tuneful god, 
Parnassus owns its honours far outdone, 
And Isis boasts more bards than Helicon. 

A thousand blessings I to Oxford owe, 
But you, my lord, the' inspiring Muse bestow : 
F2 



1 1 1 1 §Jfc 



« Jrac'd with your name, the* unpolish 'd poem shines 
guard its faults, and consecrate the lines: 
* might you litre meet my desiring eyes, 
My dropping sung to ooidcj Jici^hta would jite; 
Or might I come to breathe jour northern sir, 
Yet should I find an equal pleasure there ; 
Your presence would the harsher cKmate sooth, 
Hush every wind, and every mountain smooth; 
Would bid the groves in springing pomp arise* 
And open charming vistas to the eyes; 
Would make my trifling verse be heard around, 
And sportive Echo play the empty sound : 
With you I should a better Phoebus find, 
And own in you alone the charms of Oxford join'4, 
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THOUGHTS 

inU> BT THE SIGHT OF AH ORIGINAL PICTURE 
OF KING CHARLES I. 

Taken at the time of his Trial. 
THBCBXBXD to george clarkb, esq.. 



Animum picture pascit inani 

a gemens, largoque humectat flmnine vultum. Virg. 



is be he ! could Charles, the good, the great, 
k by Heaven to such a dismal state ! 
leagre, pale, neglected, worn with care ! 
tteady sadness and august despair! 
e sunk eyes the grief of years I trace, 
rrow seems acquainted with that face, 
which his heart disdain'd, from me o'er-} 
a survey God's substitute below, [flow, C 
mn anguish and majestic woe ! J 
n spoil'd of empire by unhallow'd hands, 
i his slaves, and held in impious bands ; 
t>m what oft had sweeten'd anxious life, 
Ipless children and his bosom wife ; 



68 



MIUCBLXJUHES. 



Doom'd, for the faith, plebeian rage to stand, 
And fall a victim for the guilty land ; 
When thus was seen, abandon'd and forlorn, 
The King, the Father, and the Saint to mourn ! — 
How, couldst thou, artist ! then thy skill display ? 
Thy steady hands thy savage heart betray ; 
Near thy bold work, the stunn'd spectators faint, 
Nor see unmov'd what thou unmov'd could 
paint ; 

What brings to mind each various scene of woe, " 
The' insulting judge, the solemn mocking show, \ 
The horrid sentence, and accursed blow ! 

Where then, just Heav*n ! was thy unactive ham 
Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand ! 
Thy adamantine shield, thy angel wings, 
And the great genii of anointed kings ! 
Treason and Fraud shall thus the stars regard, 
And injur'd Virtue meet this safl reward ? 
So sad none like can Time's old records tell, 
Though Pompey bled and poor Darius fell. 
All names but one too low — that one too high : 
All parallels are wrongs or blasphemy. 

O Power supreme ! how secret are thy ways ! 
Yet man, vain man ! would trace the mystic maze 
With foolish wisdom arguing, charge his God, 
His balance hold, and guide his angry rod, 
New mould the spheres, and mend the sky's desig 
And sound the' immense with his short scanty lin 
Do thou, my soul ! the destin'd period wait 
When God shall solve the dark decrees of Fate, 
His now unequal dispensations clear, 
And make all wise and beautiful appear, 
When suffering saints aloft in beams shall glow, 
And prosperous traitors gnash their teeth below. 
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nch I j oiling thoughts did guilty conscience dart, 
ledge of hell to dying 1 Cromwell's heiart: 
?n this pal<- Image aeem'd tf>* invade his room, 
him to sttme, and warn'd ldm to the tomb • 
ile thun tiers roll ind nimble ?3^htniog6 pl«y, 
1 the storm wings his spotted soul away* 
. blast more bounteous ne'er did Hc&v'n com- 
mand 

scatter blessings oVr the British land t 
that more kind w hich dash VI the pride of Spain* 
i whirl'd her crushed Armada round the matii; 
t h r i m ore kind which etui de our ft oati ng 1 1 1 w 1 r 
Ft gums and gold, and made far India ours j 
it only kinder which to Britain's shore 
mitre*, crowns, and Stuart's race restore, 
lewM the church, rc^crsM the kingdom's duni!. 
I brought with Charles an Anna yet to come. 
> Clarke ! to whom a Stuart trusts her reign 
r Albion's fleets, and delegates the main, 
it as the faith thy loyal heart hath sworn 
nsmit this piece to ages yet unborn ; 
s sight shall damp the raging ruffian's breast, 
3 poison spill, and half-drawn sword arrest ; 
soft compassion stubborn traitors bend, 
3, one destroy'd, a thousand kings defend. 




TO xiscjillajuis. 



FRAGMENT 
oir HTjrrnre. 



Dona ctno dtrum, Ictai renantttms artet, 

Aufpirio, Diana, too. Grmttur. 

Horses and hounds, their care, their various race, 

The numerous beasts that range the rural chase, 

The huntsman's chosen scenes, his friendly stars, 

The laws and glory of the silvan wars, 

I first in British verse presume to raise, 

A venturous rival of the Roman praise. 

JLet me, chaste queen of Woods ! thy aid obtain, 

Bring here thy light-foot nymphs and sprightly train. 

If oft o'er lawns thy care prevents the day, 

To rouse the foe and press the bounding prey, 

Woo thine own Phoebus in the task to join, 

And grant me genius for the bold design. 

In this soft shade O sooth the warrior's fire, 

And fit his bow-string to the trembling lyre, • 

And teach, while thus their arts and arms we sing, 

The groves to echo and the vales to ring ! 
*##*•**•*•**•• 

*****•*#»***•» 

Thy care be first the various gifts to trace, 
The minds and genius of the latrant race. 
In powers distinct the different clans excel, 
In sight, or swiftness, or sagacious smell. 
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ungenerous some surprise the prey, 
te by courage win the doubtful day. 
mi the gazehound, how with glance severe 
s dose herd he marks the destin'd deer ; 
try nerve the greyhound's stretch displays, 
5 preventing in her airy maze ; 
dess prey how treacherous tumblers gain, 
ntless wolf-dogs shake the lion's mane : 
the blood-hound boasts superior skill 
, to view, to turn, and boldly kill, 
ws* vain alarms rejects with scorn, 
the master's voice and learned horn .- 
Mb oft, if ancient fame sing true, 
ie sly felon through the tainted dew ; 
lfPd, he follows with unaltered aim, 
its lure him from the chosen game ; 
mth'd he thunders, and inflam'd he views, 
on relentless, and to death pursues, 
hounds of manners vile, (nor less we find 
n hounds than in the reasoning kind) 
ith conceit, run gadding o'er the plain, 
q the scent divert the wiser train ; 
Foe's footsteps fondly snuff their own, 
• the music with their senseless tone - 9 
the starting prey or rustling wind, 
at first, inglorious lag behind ; 
ring tribe ! may such my foes disgrace ! 
, ye gods ! to breed the nobler race ; 
ve thou to attend while truths unknown 
[id make Athenian arts our own. 
hou in hounds aspire to deathless fame ? 
ell their lineage and their ancient stem : 
3e with joy old rustic heralds trace, 
f the chosen worthies of their race ! 
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How his sire's features in the son were spied 
AVhen Di was made the vigorous Kingwood's bride 
Less sure tliick hps tlie fate of Austria doom, 
Or eagle noses ruTd almighty Rome. 

Good shape to various kinds old bards confine ; 
Some praise the Greek and some the Roman line : 
And dogs to beauty make as diff er ng claims 
As Albion's nymphs and India's jetty dames. 
Immense to name their lands, to mark their bounds. 
And paint the thousand families of hounds! 
"First count the sands, the drops where oceans flow, 
Or Gauls by Marlborough sent to shades below. 
The task be mine to teach Britanna's swains, 
My much-lov'd country and my native plains. 

Sucli be the dog I charge thou mcan'st to train; 
His back is crooked and his belly plain, 
Of fillet stretch'd, and huge of haunch behind, 
A tapering tail that nimbly cuts the wind, [paw, 
Truss'd thigh, straight ham'd, and fox-like form'd hh 
Large lcgM, dry sol'd, and of protended elaw ; 
His flat wide nostrils snuff the savoury steam, 
And from his eyes he shoots pernicious gleam ; 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view. 
With ears and chest that dash the morning dew - 
He best to stem the flood, to leap the bound, 
And charm the dryads with his voice profound ; 
To pay large trilr.ite to his weary lord, 
And crown the silvan hero's plenteous board. 

The matron bitch whose womb shall best product 
The hopes and fortune of the* illustrious house, 
"Dcriv'd from noble but from foreign seed, 
For various nature loaths incestuous breed, 
!s like the sire throughout : nor yet displease 
I. -r.^e flanks and ribs, lo give the teenier ease 



£t spring let loose thy pain; then mil things prove 
he stings of pleasure sod the pangs of lore; 
.there*! Jove then glads with genial showers ' 
Earth's mighty womb, and strews net lap with 
flowers; 

Hence juices mount, and buds emboklen'd try 
Hare kindly breezes and a softer sky. 
Cnd Venus revel* Hark! on erery bough 
in kiting strains the featherM warblers woo; 
Fell tigers soften in the* infection* flames, 
And ti<^ Wiring, court their brinded dames. 
Great lore pervades the deep7 to please his mate 
The whale in gambols moves bis monstrous weight ; 
HesVd by hnv wayward mirth old Ocean roars, 
And scatteVd navies butae on distant shores. 

All Nature smiles. Come now, nor fear, my love ! 
To taste the odours of the woodbine grove, 
To pass the evening glooms in harmless play, 
And, sweetly-swearing, languish life away. 
An altar bound with recent flowers I rear 
To thee, best season of the various year ! 
All hail ! such days in beauteous order ran, 
So swift, so sweet, when first the world began ; 
In Eden's bowers when man's great sire assign'd 
The names and natures of the brutal kind ; 
Then lamb and lion friendly walk'd their round. 
And hares, undaunted, lick'd the fondling hound ; 
Wondrous to tell ! but when with luckless hand 
Our daring mother broke the sole command, 
Then want and envy brought their meagre train, 
Then wrath came down, and Death had leave to 
reign; 

Hence foxes earth'd, and wolves abhorM the day, 
And hungry churls ensmr'd the nightly prey 
Yoz. xvu. g 
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Rude arts at first, but witty want refiVd 

The huntsman's wiles, and famine form'd the mind. 

Bold Nimrod first the lion's trophies wore, 
The panther bound, and lanc'd the bristling boar : 
He taught to turn the hare, to bay the deer, 
And wheel the courser in his mid career. 
Ah ! had he there restraint his tyrant hand ! 
Let me, ye Powers! an humbler wreath demands 
No pomp I ask which crowns and sceptres yield, 
Nor dangerous laurels in the dusty field ; 
Fast by the forest and the limpid spring 
Give me the warfare of the woods to sing, 
To breed my whelps and healthful press the game, 
A mean, inglorious, but a guiltless name. 

And now thy female bears an ample womb. 
The bane of hares and triumphs yet to come. 
No sport I ween, nor blast of sprightly horn, 
Should tempt me then to hurt the whelps unborn. 
Unlock'd in covers let her freely run 
To range thy courts, and bask before the sun. 
Near thy full table let the favourite stand, 
Strok'd by thy son's or blooming daughter's hand. 
Caress, indulge, by arts the matron bride, 
To' improve her breed and teem a vigorous tribe. 

So, if small things may be comparM with great, 
And Nature's works the Muse's imitate, 
So stretch'd in shades and lull'd by murmuring 
streams, 

Great Maro's breast receiv'd the heavenly dreams; 
Recluse, serene, the musing prophet lay, 
Till thoughts in embryo ripening burst their way. 
Hence bees in state and foaming coursers come, 
Heroes and gods, and walls of lofty Rome. 

* ****** * 



TUi 



FATAL CURIOSIT* 

ud 1 heard of fair Frauc?li2: : : uazui 
viah praiaes of Uit uauui*:' Iran* 
»iit &cdj sucL. ami wen 1 pre pa- Y iu pr- 
ice the charmer with a. chUc>. eye. 
»d to fimd aom*. fiuih befor*- uuapjed. 
■appointed H' but aatiafieti. 
; piexe'd the vaaaa! iitar that duns' rebel 
here a judge «'u> meant, i mcIih; fell 
ae dear eyeb, with sweet perditiuij £a; . 

at once my pridt and ami J aw*} 
r I fr^t the iuaciuuK poiaui. tul, 

a look the haaty cuuquer won 
i the fond moth arouiid the taper playi, 
HVfei and mitten, near the treacherous: buu*. 
'd with joy he wiugrb h'u. eapr- flight 
earns of" ruin in ao clear a hgir. , 
mrta his foe and courte a Kluriuut uuon. 
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THERSITES, OR THE LORDLIMG, 

THE GRANDSON 07 A BRICKLAYER, GRSAT-ORAlTDf 
OF A BUTCHEB. 

Thersites, of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit of mongrel seed, 
By the dam from lordlings sprung-, 
By the sire exhal'd from dung : 
Think on every vice in both ; 
Look on him, and see the growth. 

View him on the mother's side, 
Fill'd with falsehood, spleen, and pride. 
Positive and overbearing, 
Changing still, and still adhering, 
Spiteful, peevish, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward : 
When his friends he most is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever dearest friendship swearing ; 
Judgment weak and passion strong, 
Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits 
Where he loves, or where he hates ; 
Talks whate'er comes in his head, 
Wishes it were all unsaid. 

Let me now the vices trace 
From his father's scoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby such airs ? 
Were they masons, were they butchers • 




and unite ; 
doota'd for life 
to veu his knife i 



draws his daily food 
bis tenant's vital blood. 
tfy f let his gifts be tried, 
w*d from the mason side, 
perhaps may think him able 
! stat e to build a Babel, 
L we place him In a station 
istroy the old foundation ; 
indeed I should be gladder, 
i he learn to mount a ladder : 
ie, at his latter end, 
t alive and dead descend, 
i tell me which prevail, 
le vices most or male ? 
produe'd them can you tell, 
in race, or imp of hell ? — 
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IX PRAISE or 

THE JffORJV BOOT. 



WBITTKH U3TDBB A FIT Of TBS OOUT. 



' Magni magna patrant, nos non niri Indian— 
Podagra hate otia feeh.» 

Hail, ancient book ! most venerable code ! 
Learning's first cradle and its last abode ! 
The huge unnumber'd volumes which we see, 
By lazy plagiaries are stolen from thee ; 
Yet future times to thy sufficient store 
Shall ne'er presume to add one letter more. 

Thee will I sing in comely wainscot bound, 
And golden verge enclosing thee around, 
The faithful Horn before, from age to age 
Preserving thy invaluable page ; 
Behind thy patron saint in armour shines, 
With sword and lance to guard thy sacred lines ; 
Beneath his courser's feet the dragon lies 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy scarlet cover dies ; 
The' instructive handle's at the bottom fixt, 
Lest wrangling critics should pervert the text. 

Or if to gingerbread thou shalt descend, 
And liquorish learning to thy babes extend ; 
Or sugnr'd plane, o'erspread with beaten gold. 
Does the sweet treasure of thy letter* YkSV^ 
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hou still shalt be my song. — Apollo's choir 
scorn to' invoke ; Cadmus ! my verse inspire : 
[*was Cadmus who the first materials brought 
f all the learning which has since been taught, 
9on made complete ! for mortals ne'er shall know 
ore than contained of old the Christ-cross row ; 
'hat masters dictate or what doctors preach, 
r ise matrons hence e'en to our children teach, 
it as the name of every plant and flow'r 
io common that each peasant knows its pow*r) 
lysicians in mysterious cant express 
:>* amuse the patient, and enhance their fees, 
>, from the letters of our native tongue 
it in Greek scrawls, a mystery too is sprung ; 
;hools are erected, puzzling grammars made, 
nd artful men strike out a gainful trade ; 
trange characters adorn the learned gate, 
nd heedless youth catch at the shining bait ; 
he pregnant boys the noisy charms declare, 
nd Taus and Deltas* make their mothers stare ; 
'he uncommon sounds amaze the vulgar ear, 
ind what's uncommon never costs too dear ; 
et in all tongues the Hornbook is the same, 
aught by the Grecian master or the English darae. 
But how shall I thy endless virtues tell, 
i which thou dost all other books excel ? 

greasy thumbs thy spotless leaf can soil, 

or crooked dogs-ears thy smooth corners spoil ; 

1 idle pages no errata stand, 

° tell the blunders of the printer's hand ; 

o fulsome dedication here is writ, 

°* flattering verse, to praise the author's wit \ 

*Tbe;G K ektetten,T, A. 
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The margin with no tedious notes is Text, 
Nor various readings, to confound the text ; 
All parties in thy literal sense agree. 
Thou perfect centre of concordancy ! 
Search we the records of an ancient date. 
Or read what modern histories relate, 
They all proclaim what wonders have been done 
By the plain letters taken as they run : 
* *Too high the floods of passion usM to roll. 
And rend the Roman youth's impatient soul; 
His hasty anger fumish'd scenes of bloody 
And frequent deaths of worthy men ensued; 
In vain were all the weaker methods tried, 
None could suffice to stem the furious tide ; 
Thy sacred fine he did but once repeat, 
And laid the storm, and cooPd the raging heat. 9 
Thy heavenly notes like angels' music cheer 
Departing souls, and sooth the dying ear. 
An aged peasant, on his latest bed, 
Wish'd for a friend some godly book to read ; 
The pious grandson thy known handle takes, 
And (eyes lift up) this savoury lecture makes. 
Great A he gravely read ; the' important sound 
The empty walls and hollow roof rebound; 
The' expiring ancient rear'd his drooping head, 
And thank'd his stars that Hodge had learn'd to read. 
Great B, the younker bawls ; ' O heavenly breath ! 
What ghostly comforts in the hour of death ! 
What hopes I feel !' Great C, pronounc'd the boy! 
The grandsire dies with ecstasy of joy. 

* The advice given to Augustus by the Stoic philosopher Atneoo- 
dorus, who desired the emperor neither to «y nor to do any thug 
till he had first said over the alphabet, as the observance of this 
m| e would moderate his pmtai l aa& YtcwnxtKfo and ae- 
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1 some lands such ignorance abounds, 
e parishes scarce know thy useful sounds : 
jsex-Hundreds Fame gives this report, 
? ame, I ween, says many things in sport : 
e lives the man to whom thou'rt quite unknown, 
gh few the' extent of thy vast empire own. 
ever wonders magic spells can do 
irth, in air, in sea, in shades below ; . 

words,- profound and dark, wise Mah'met 
i his old cow an angel's figure took ; [spoke 

strong enchantments sage Canidia knew, } 
once sung fierce monsters to subdue, > 
jhty Book ! are all contain'd in you : J 
uman arts and every science meet 
in the limits of thy single sheet : 
i thy vast roof all Learning's branches grow, 
all her streams from thy deep fountain flow, 
lo ! while thus thy wonders I indite, 
r*d, I feel the power of which I write ; 
rentier gout his former rage forgets, 
frequent now and less severe the fits ; 
i grow the chains which bound my useless feet, 
ess and pain from every joint retreat, 
ising strength comes every moment on ; 
d, I step, I walk, and now I run. 
let me cease, my hobbling numbers stop, 
it thy handle* hang my crutches up. 

• Votira Tabula. Hor. 
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OH 

QUEEJV CAROLINES 

REBUILDING THE tOBGIIfBfl OF THE BLACK PRIHCB 
' HENRY Y. AT (lUEEir'A COLLE0E, OVVOEB. 

'Where bold and graceful soars, secure of fame. 
The pile now worthy gTeat Philippa's name, 
Mark that old ruin, gothic and uncouth, 
Where the Black Edward pass'd his beardless yo 
And the fifth Henry, for his first renown, 
Outstripped each rival in a student's gown. 

In that coarse age were princes fond to dwel 
With meagre monks, and haunt the silent cell. 
Sent from the Monarch's to the Muses' court, 
Their meals were frugal and their sleeps were sh< 
To couch at curfew time they thought no scorn 
And froze at matins every winter morn ; 
They read on early book the starry frame, 
And lisp'd each constellation by its name, 
Art after art still dawning to their view, 
And their mind opening as their stature grew. 

Yet whose ripe manhood spread our fame so 
Sages in peace and demigods in war ? 
Who stern in fight made echoing Cressy ring, 
And, mild in conquest, serv'd his captive king : 
Who gain'd at Agincourt the victor's bays, 
Nor took himself, but gave good Heaven the pra 
Thy nurslings, ancient dome ! to virtue form'd, 
To mercy listening whilst in fields they storm'd 
Weree to the fierce, and warm tW opptcsllii * 
Through life rever'd, and worship' d m W\c 
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enfold pride their mouldering roofs shall thine, 
rtately work of bounteous Caroline ; 
slest Philippa, with unenvious eyes, 

Heaven behold her rival's fabric rise. 
U, bright saint! this spot deserves thy care, 
le thee to the' ambitious Muse's pray'r ; 
lldst thou win young William's bloom to grace 
mother's walls, and fill thy Edward's place, 
would that genius, whose propitious wings 

here twice hoverM o'er the sons of kings, 
snd triumphant to his ancient seat, 
take in charge a third Plantagenet ! 



ON THE DEATH 07 

TH% KARL OF CJDOGJiJV. 

ariborough's captains and Eugenio's friends 
last, Cadogan, to the grave descends, 
ties each hand whence Blenheim's glory sprung, 
chiefs who conquer'd and the bards who sung, 
t his cold corse though every friend be fled, 
Envy waits, that lover of the dead. 

did she feign o'er Nassau's hearse to mourn. 

wept insidious, Churchill ! o'er thy urn, 
last the living gave the dead their due, 
wreaths herself had tainted, trim'd anew. 
1 yet unnam'd to fill his empty place, 
lead to war thy country's growing race, 
: every wish a British heart can frame, 
palm to palm, and rise from fame to fame*. 
hour must come when thou shalt hear w\tYv TOR* 
If tnduc'd, and curse a thankless - 
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Nor yet for this decline the generous strife ; 
These ills, brave man ! shall quit thee with thy life 
Alive though stain'd by every abject slave, 
Secure of fame and justice in the grave. 
All ! no— when once the mortal yields to Pate 
The blast of Fame's sweet trumpet sounds too late 
Too late to stay the spirit on its flight, 
Or sooth the new inhabitant of light, 
Who hears regardless, while fond man, distrest, 
Hangs on the absent, and laments the blest. 
Farewell then Fame ! ill sought through fields o 
blood, 

Farewell, unfaithful promiser of good ! 
Thou music warbling to the deafen'd ear ! 
Thou incense wasted on the funeral bier ! 
Through life pursued in vain, by death obtained ; 
When ask'd, denied us; and when given, disdain'd. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1713. 

What kings henceforth shall reign, what states be 
Is fix'd at length by Anna's just decree ; [free. 
Whose brows the Muse's sacred wreath shall fit 
Is left to you, the arbiters of wit. 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait 
Till you, Athenians, shall decide their fate ; 
Secure, when to these learned seats they come, 
Of equal judgment and impartial doom. 
Poor is the player's fame, whose whole renown 
1* but the praise of a capricious town, 
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i mock majesty and fancied pow'r 
n robes, the monarch of an hour ! 
F nature must he act a part, 
in tropes, in bombast break his heart ; 
I simile resign his breath, 
i and quibble in the pangs of death, 
rhen plays like these receive applause, 
in secret at the tears we cause, 
st scorn our own success disdain, 
■ honour and inglorious gain, 
lg scenes at Oxford shall appear; 
we blush to act, may you to hear, 
r fam'd, our standard plays we bring, 
of poets whom you taught to sing: 
own'd with fame, they dare not think it 
le laurel till bestow'd by you. [due, 
's self, the glory of the stage ! 
is, corrects, exalts, and fires the age, 
he may be tried by Roman laws ; 
fathers ! he submits his cause : 
*t in the people's general voice 
ie senate, have confirm'd his choice, 
le secret, delicate the art, 
.e passions and command the heart ! 
I ills to force our tears to flow, 
the generous soul in love with woe ; 
e shades of heroes to our view, 
I'n empires, and old time renew, 
Jie task ! how rare the godlike rage ! 
d presume to dictate for the stage, 
i boast a great extensive mind, 
y Nature and by Art refin'd •, 
he ancient stores their knowledge totvft^ 
*arly of the Muses* spring, 
Jf 
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May none pretend upon her throne to 
But such as, sprung from you, are bor 
Chosen by the mob, their lawless clain 
Your's is the old hereditary right. 



COLIN AND LUCY, 

A BALLAD. 

Of Leinster, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace, 

Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid stream 
Reflect so sweet a face ; 

Till luckless love and pining care 

ImpairM her rosy hue, 
Her coral lips and damask cheeks, 

And eyes of glossy blue. 

Oh ! have you seen a lily pale 
When beating rains descend ? 

So droop'd the slow-consuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy warn'd, of flattering swains 

Take heed, ye easy fair ! 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye perjurM swains ! beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring, 
And, shrieking at her window thrice, 
The raven ftapp'd\na mn^. 
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x> well the lovelorn maiden knew 

The solemn boding sound, 
id thus in dying words bespoke 

The virgins weeping round : 

hear a voice you cannot hear, 

Which says, I must not stay; 
tee a hand you cannot see, 

Which beckons me away. 

ty a false heart and broken vows, 

In early youth I die. 
as I to blame, because his bride 

Was thrice as rich fjp? 

Jj, Colin ! give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone ; 
T thou, fond maid ! receive his kiss, 

Nor think him all thy own. 

o-morrow in the church to wed 

Impatient both prepare ; 
t know, fond maid ! and know, false man 

That Lucy will be there. 

hen bear my corse, my comrades, bear. 
This bridegroom blithe to meet, 
in his wedding-trim so gay, 
I in my winding-sheet/ 

e spoke ; she died. Her corse was born< 

The bridegroom blithe to meet, 
In bis wedding-trim so gay, 
She in ber winding-sheet. 
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Then what were perjurM Colin's thought 
How were these nuptials kept ? 

The bridesmen flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair, 

At once his bosom swell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 

He shook, he groan'd, he fell. 

From the vsdn bride, ah ! bride no more I 

The varying crimson fled, 
When stretch'd before her rival's corse, 

She saw her husbad^^ad. 

Then to his Lucy's new-made grave 
Convey'd by trembling swains, 

One mould with her, beneath one sod, 
For ever he remains. 

Oft at this grave the constant hind ' 
And plighted maid are seen; 

With garlands grey and truelove-knots 
They deck the sacred green. 

But, swain forlorn ! whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd spot forbear; 

Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 



OF THE PROPHECY OF NF.R F.1JS 
1HOM HUH, BOOK III, OD1 13 v. 
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Ditam imigfi p„ recta*, adhoc 
Indicium ore alio : nuji tcctll in jugu 
Ex Komnii itupet Hn;«, 

i |iTt»i]tJCiciH T M oivc caudulam 
i, at ptfde tartaro 



Marr f us round one morning took, 
horn sume call Earl and some call Duke j 
1 his new brethren of the blade 
Bering with fear and frost survey'd, 
Perth's bleak hills he chane'd to spy 
aged wizard six feet high, 
h bristled hair and visage blighted, 
U ey'd, bare-haunchM, and second-sighted, 
he grisly sage in thought profound 
eld the chief with back so round, 
n roll'd his eye-balls to and fro 
r his paternal hills of snow, 
i into these tremendous speeches 
ke forth the prophet without breeches : 
nto what ills betray'd by thee 
» ancient kingdom do I see ! 
realms unpeopled and forlorn ; 
?'s me! that ever thou wert bora I 
H2 



Proud English loons (our clans o'ercome) 
On Scottish pads shall amble home ; 
I see*them drest in bonnets blue, 
(The spoils of thy rebellious crew) 
I see the target cast away, 
And checkered plaid become their prey ; 
The checkered plaid, to make a gown 
For many a lass in London town. 

' In vain thy hungry mountaineers 
Come forth in all thy warlike geers. 
The shield, the pistol, dirk, and dagger, 
In which they daily wont to swagger, 
And oft have sallied out to pillage 
The hen-roosts of some peaceful village, 
Or while their neighbours were asleep 
Have carried off a lowland sheep. 

' What boots thy high-born host of beggars, 
Macleans, Mackenzie*, and Macgregors, 
With popish cut-throats, perjurM ruffians, 
And Forster's troop of ragamuffins ? 

' In vain thy lads around thee bandy, 
Inflam'd with bagpipe and with brandy. 
Doth not bold Sutherland the trusty, 
With heart so true, and voice so rusty, 
(A loyal soul!) thy troops. affright, 
While hoarsely he demands the fight ? 
Dost thou not generous llay dread, 
The bravest hand, the wisest head ? 
Undaunted dost thou hear the' alarms 
Of hoary Athol, sheath'd in arms? 

' Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From thanes and peers of high renown, 
Fiery and young, and uncontrolPd, 
With knights, and 'squires, and barons bold, 
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(His noble household band) advances, 
And on the milk-white courser prances. 
Thee, Forfar, to the combat dares, 
Grown swarthy in Iberian wars ; 
And Monro kindled into rage 
Stoutly defies thee to engage ; 
He'll rout thy foot though ne'er so many, 
And horse to boot — if thou hadst any. 

'Bat see Argyle with watchful eyes 
Lodg*d in his deep intrenchments lies ; 
Couch'd like a lion in thy way 
Re waits to spring upon his prey, 
While like a herd of timorous deer 
Thy army shakes and pants with fear, 
Led by their doughty general's skill 
Prom frith to frith, from hill to hill. 

' Is thus thy haughty promise paid 
That to the Chevalier was made, 
When thou didst oaths and duty barter 
For dukedom, generalship, and garter ? 
Three moons thy Jemmy shall command 
With Highland sceptre in his hand, 
Too good for his pretended birth, — 
Then down shall fall the King of Perth. 

' 'Tis so decreed ; for George shall reign, 
And traitors be forsworn in vain , 
Heaven shall for ever on him smile, 
And bless him still with an Argyle ; 
While thou, pursued by vengeful foes, 
Condemn'd to barren rocks and snows, 
And hinderM passing Inverlochy, 
Shall burn thy clan and curse poor Jocky . 
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TO 

APOLLO MAKING LOVE* 

FftOX MOWS. WOVnXVLLB. 

( 1 am,* cried Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd* 
And, panting for breath, the coy virgin punaed. 
When his wisdom, in manner most ample, exprest 
The long list of the graces his godahip p rf sa cst t 

* I'm the god of sweet song, and inspirer of lays 5'— 
Nor for lays nor sweet song the fair fugitive stays: 
'I'm the god of the harp— stop, my fairest?— in 

vain; 

Nor the harp nor the harper could fetch her again. 

•JEvery plant, every flower, and their virtues, I know; 
God of light Pm above, and of Physic below 
At the dreadful word Physic the nymph fled mote 
fast; 

At the fatal word Physic she doubled her haste. 

Thou fond god of Wisdom ! then alter thy phrase, 
Bid her view thy young bloom and thy ravishing rays; 
Tell her less of thy knowledge, and more of thy 
charms, 

And, my life fort, the damsel will fly to thy arms. 
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TO THE £UPPOB£U 

AUTHOR OF THE SI^ECTATQM, 

1* courts licentious and a shameless stage 
Hotr long the war shall Wit with Virtue wage 1 
Enchanted hy this prostituted fair, 
Our youth run headlong in the fatal snare ; 
h height of rapture clasp unheeded pains, 
And suck pollution through their tingling veins. 
Thy spotless thoughts uushock'd the priest may 
hear, 

And the pure vestal in her bosom wear. 
To conscious blushes and diminished pride 

Nor harsh thy precepts, but infus'd by stealth, 
Pleas'd while they cure, and cheat us into health, 
Tbv works in Chloe's toilet gain a part, 
And, with his tailor, share the fopling's heart, 
Lash'd in thy satire, the penurious cit 
Laughs at himself, and finds no harm in wit. 
From felon gamesters the raw 'squire is free, 
And Britain owes her rescued oaks to thee. 
His Miss the frolic Viscount dreads to toast, 
Or his third cure the shallow Templar boast ; 
And the rash fool who scorn'd the beaten road 
Dares quake at thunder, and confess his God. 
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The brainless stripling who, expefl'd die Ttof** 
Damn'd the stiff college and pedantic gown, - 
Awed by thy name, it dumb, and thrice a-week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 
A sauntering tribe ! such born to wtye estates, 
With Tea and No in senates hold debates ; 
At length, despisM, each to his fields retires, 
First with the dogs, and king amidst the 'squire 
From pert to stupid sinks supinely down, 
In youth a coxcomb, and in age a clown. 

Such readers scorn'd, thou wingst thy. daring iuf 
Above the stars, and treadst the fields of fight: 
Fame, Heaven, and hell, are thy exalted theme, 
And visions such as Jove himself might drfsHi 
Man sunk to slavery, though to glory bora, . . 
Heaven's pride when upright^nd depravM hitpQaj 

Such hints alone could British Virgil lend, •. 
And thou alone deserve from such a friend: 
A debt so borrow'd is illustrious shame, 
And fame, when sharM with him, is double fame 
So flush'd with sweets by Beauty's queen bestow 
With more than mortal charms JEneas glow'd; 
Such generous strifes Eugene and Marlborough ti 
And as in glory, so in friendship vie. 

Permit these lines by thee to live— nor blame 
A Muse that pants and languishes for fame, 
That fears to sink when humbler themes she sraj 
-Lost in the mass of mean forgotten things. 
Receiv'd by thee, I prophesy my rhymes — 
The praise of virgins in succeeding times : 
Mix'd with thy works, their life no bounds shall sc 
But stand protected, as inspired, by thee. 
So some weak, shoot, which e\BevroxA&\rafl&}'& 
Jove's tree adopts, and lifts mm to tte 
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rhrough the new pupil fostering juices flow, 
rhrust forth the gems and give the flowers to blow 
Uoft, immortal reigns the plant unknown, 
rVith borrowed life, and vigour not his own. 



TO MR. ADDISON, 

OH HIS OPERA OF ROSAMOND. 

■ ' N e forte pudori 
St tibi Mu«a lyrae solers, et cantor Apollo. Hor. 



'he Opera first Italian masters taught, 
inrichM with songs, but innocent of thought : 
ritannia's learned theatre disdains 
[elodious trifles and enervate strains, 
Jid blushes on her injur'd stage to see 
fonsense well tun'd, and sweet stupidity. 
No charms are wanting to thy artful song, 
oft as Corelli, and as Virgil strong : 
rom words so sweet new grace the notes receive, 
ad Music borrows helps she us'd to give, 
hy style hath match'd what ancient Romans knew, 
hy flowing numbers far excel the new, 
heir cadence in such easy sound convey'd, 
he height of thought may seem superfluous aid ; 
et in such charms the noble thoughts abound, 
hat needless seem the sweets of easy sound. 
Landscapes how gay the bowery grotto yields, 
Inch Thought creates and lavish Fancy builds \ 
lutt art can trace the visionary scenes, 
5 JJowery groves and everlasting greens, 
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The babbling sounds that mimic Echo play 
The fairy shade and its eternal maze ? 
Nature and Art in all their charms combin'i 
And all Elysium to one view conbVd ! 
No further could imagination roam, 
Till Vanburgh fram'd and Marlborough ru; 
dome. 

Ten thousand pangs my anxious bosom ti 
When drownM in tears I see the' imploring 
When hards less soft the moving words sup 
And seeming justice dooms the nymph to d 
But here she begs, nor can she beg in vain, 
(In dirges thus expiring swains complain;) 
Kach verse so swells expressive of her woe 
And every tear in lines so mournful flows; 
We, spite of fame, her fate reversed belies 
Overlook her crimes, and think she ought ti 

Let joy salute fair Rosamonda's shade, 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely m; 
White now, perhaps, with Dido 'a ghost she 
And hears and tells the story of their loves 
Alike they mourn, alike they bless their fat 
Since love, which made them wretched, mak 
great; 

No longer that relentless doom bemoan, 
Which gain'd a Virgil and an Addison. 

Accept, great Monarch of the British lay: 
The tribute song an humble subject pays; 
So tries the artless lark her early flight, 
And soars to hail the god of verse and light 
Unrivaird as unmatched be still thy fame, 
And thy own laurels shade thy envied name 
Thy name, the boast of all the tuneful quin 
Shall tremble on the string* of every lyre ; 



While tho dssTmM wader with thy thought com-' 

Peek cofresponcfittg joys or sorrow rise, j 
And views thy Rosamond with Henry's eyes. 



TO TJZE SAME, 

ov in nueniT or cjlto. 

Too long bath lore engrossM Britannia's stage, 
Aad sunk to softness ail oar tragic rage ! 
By that aloae old empires fiul or rise, 
And fide depended on a fair-one's eyes : ft 
The tweet faftctioo, mix'd with dangerifcs art, 
DcWd oar nmhood, while it sooth'd the heart ; 
You scorn to raise a grief thyself must blame, 
Nor from our weakness steal a vulgar fame ' 
A patriot's fall may justly melt the mind, 
And tears flow nobly shed for all mankind. 

How do our souls with generous pleasure glow, 
Our hearts exulting while our eyes o'erflow, 
When thy firm hero stands beneath the weight 
Of ill his sufferings venerably great, 
Rome's poor remains still sheltering by his side, 
With conscious virtue and becoming pride ! 

The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 
His sap exhausted and his branches bare ; 
Midst storms and earthquakes he maintains his state, 
Rxt deep in earth and fasten'd by his weight ; 
Ifis naked boughs still lend the shepherds aid, 
And his old trunk projects an awful shade. 

Amidst the joys triumphant peace bestows, 
Our patriots sadden at his glorious woes *, 

Vol. XVn. I 
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Awhile they let the world's great business wait, 
Anxious for Rome, and sigh for Cato's fate. 
Here taught how ancient heroes rote to fame, 
Our Britons crowd and catch the Roman flame, 
Where states and senates well might lend an ear, 
And kings and priests without a blush appear. 

France boasts no more, but, fearful to engage, 
Now first pays homage to her rival stage, 
Hastes to learn thee, and learning shall submit 
Alike to British arras and British wit : 
No more shell wonder, forc'd to do us right*— 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans figfat 

Thy Oxford smiles this glorious work to see, 
And fondly triumphs in a son like thee. 
The senates, consuls, and the gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, 
In thee we find each deed, each word exprest, 
And every thought that swell'd a Roman breast; 
We trace each hint that could thy soul inspire 
With Virgil'9 judgment and with Lucan's fire : 
We know thy worth, and give us leave to boast— 
We most admire, because we know thee most. 



TO THE 

EARL OF WARWICK, . 

OS THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. 

If, dumb too long, the drooping Muse hath stay'< 
And left her debt to Addison unpaid, 
Blame not her silence, Warwick ! but bemoan, 
And judge, oh judge my bosom, by your own! 
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What mourner ever felt poetic fires ? 

Slow comes the verse that real woe inspires ; 

Grief unaffected suits but ill with art, 

Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 

Can I forget the dismal night that gave 
My goal's best part for ever to the grave ! 
Hoy silent did his old companions tread, 
By midnight lamps, the mansions of the dead, 
Through breathing statues, then unheeded things, 
Through rows of warriors and through walks of 
kings! 

What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire, 

The pealing organ and the pausing choir, 

file duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate paid, 

And the last words that dust to dust conveyed ! 

While speechless o'er thy closing grave we bend, 

■Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend ! 

Oh, gone for ever ! take this long adieu, 

And sleep in peace next thy lov'd Montague. 

To strew fresh laurels let the task be mine, 

A frequent pilgrim at thy sacred shrine ; 

Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan, 

And grave with faithful epitaphs thy stone. 

tf e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part, 

May shame afflict this alienated heart ! 

Of thee forgetful if I form a song, 

Hy lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue ; 

fly grief be doubled, from thy image free, 

Vnd mirth a torment, unchastis'd by thee ! 

Oft let me range the gloomy aisles alone, 
lad" luxury ! to vulgar minds unknown ; 
klong the walls where speaking marbles show 
Vhat worthies form the hallow'd mould below : 
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Proud names ! who once the reins of empire h 
In arms who triumph'd, or in arts excell'd ; 
Chiefs, grac'd with scars and prodigal of blood. 
Stern patriots, who for sacred freedom stood, 
Just men, by whom impartial laws were giv*n, 
And saints, who taught and led the way to Hea 
Ne'er to these chambers, where the mighty rei 
Since their foundation came a nobler guest, 
Nor e'er was to the bowers of bliss conveyed 
A fairer spirit, or more welcome shade. 

In what new region to the just assigned, 
What new employments please the' unbodied mi 
A winged Virtue through the' ethereal sky 
From world to world unwearied does he fly, 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of Heaven's decrees, where wondering angels gi 
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell 
How Michael battled, and the dragon fell ? 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill essay 'd below ? 
Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind ? 
A task well suited to thy gentle mind. 
Oh ! if sometimes thy spotless form descend, 
To me thy aid, thou guardian Genius ! lend. 
When rage misguides me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain distresses, or when pleasure charmi 
In silent whisperings purer thoughts impart, 
And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ; 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 
Till bliss shall join nor death can part us more. 

That awful form which, so the Heavens deer 
Must still be lov'd and still deplored by me, 
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itly visions seldom fails to rise, 

is'd by fancy, meets my waking eyes. 

teas calls, or crowded courts invite, 

iblemish'd statesman seems to strike my sight; 

e stage I seek to sooth my care, 

his soul, which breathes in Cato, there ; 

ve to the rural shades I rove, 

pe o'ertakes me in the lonely grove ; 

there of just and good he reasoned strong, 

. some great truth, or rais'd some serious song; 

patient show'd us the wise course to steer, 

id censor and a friend sincere ; 

taught us how to live, and (oh ! too high 

ice for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

1 Hill ! whose brow the antique structures 

grace, 

by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 
>nce so lov'd, whene'er thy bower appears, 
y dim eye-balls glance the sudden tears ! 
veet were once thy prospects, fresh and fair, 
>ping walks and unpolluted air ! 
veet the glooms beneath thy aged trees, 
tontide shadow and thy evening breeze ! 
ige thy forsaken bowers restore, 
ilks and airy prospects charm no more ; 
re the summer, in thy glooms allay'd, 
ening breezes and thy noonday shade. 
1 other ills, however fortune frown'd, 
•efuge in the Muse's art I found ; 
uit now I touch the trembling string, 
of him who taught me how to sing; 
ese sad accents, murmur'd o'er his urn, 
that absence they attempt to mourn . 
12 



O! must I then (now *h my VrfimHitifltt^ 
And Craggfe, « death, to Add3soa se*>o*tis*)" 
The Ten© begun to c lost friend j^rttofljJP'* 
And weep a second in lie* uflflnis]r^'9fcsj£ l BV : 
These wortaj&ivine i UeK on Us des^aVlae£] 
Tothee, OCraggs! eipitteg B*c**mt#f 
Great but ifl-omenM monument of ftsftt, - 
Nor he survivM to give, nor tbon to eJssM> 
Swift after him thy social spirit flies; - f*[ 
And close to his, how soon ! thy eoAsr ttts. • 
Blest pair ! whose union future bards shasHsaV 
In future tongues: each other's beafa4ssWri*l 
Farewell! whom jom'd infrme, in n4endshs>J|l 
No chance could sever, nor the grave dlflisV . 



AJ^T EPISTLE 
»om a last ur sholasb to a exxruauM M 

AVIGHOH. 

To thee, dear rover! and thy vanquished friend 
The health she wants thy gentle Chloe sends: 
Though much you suffer, think I suffer more, 
Worse than an exile on my native shore. 
Companions in your master's flight you roam, 
Unenvied by your haughty foes at home ; 
For ever near the Royal Outlaw's side 
You share his fortunes and his hopes divide, 
On glorious schemes and thoughts of empire dn 
And with imaginary titles swell. 

Say, for thou know'st I own his sacred line, 
The passive doctrine and the right divine, 
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r, what new succours does the Chief prepare ? 
e strength of armies, or the force of pray'r ? 
es he from Heaven or earth his hopes derive ? 
3m saints departed, or from priests alive ? 
r saints nor priests can Brunswick's troops with- 
stand! 

d beads drop useless through the zealot's hand. 

av*n to our vows may future kingdoms owe, 

t skill and courage win the crowns below. 

Bre to thy cause and thee my heart inclin'd, 

love to party had seduc'd my mind, 

female joys I took a dull delight, 

pt all the mom and punted half the night ; 

: now, with fears and public cares possest, 

5 CLurch ! the Church ! for ever breaks my resj;. 

s Post-boy on my pillow I explore, 

I sift the news of every foreign shore, 

diou8 to find new friends and new allies, 

It armies march from Sweden in disguise ; 

v 8pain prepares her banners to unfold, 

'. Rome deals out her blessings and her gold ; 

n o'er the map my finger taught to stray, 

is many a region marks the winding way ; 

n sea to sea, from realm to realm 1 rove, 

grow a mere geographer by love ; 

still Avignon and the pleasing coast 

; holds thee banish'd, claims my care the most . 

in the well-known spot I fix my eyes, 

span the distance that between us lies. 

t not our James though foil'd in arms despair, 

st on his side he reckons half the fair. 

itain's lovely isle, a shining throng 

in his cause, a thousand beauties strong. 
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The' unthinking victors vainly boast their p 
Be theirs the musket, while the tongue is o 
We reason with such fluency and fire, 
The beaux we baffle, and the learned tire ; 
Against the prelates plead the church's can 
And from our judges vindicate the laws. 
Then mourn not, hapless Prince ! thy kii 
A crown, though late, thy sacred brows may 
Heav'n seems through us thy empire to dec; 
Those who win hearts have giv'n their he 
thee. 

Hast thou not heard that when profusely | 
Our weU-dress'd rivals grac'd their sovereigi 
We stubborn damsels met the public view 
In loathsome wormwood and repenting rue i 
'What Whig but trembled when our spotless 
In virgin roses whiten'd half the land ; 
Who can forget what fears the foe possest 
When oaken boughs mark'd every loyal bre 
Less scared near Medway's stream the Norman 
When cross the plain he spied a marching w 
Till near at hand a gleam of swords betray'c 
The youth of Kent beneath its wandering sh 

Those who the succours of the fair despise 
May find that we have nails as well as eyes. 
Thy female bands, O Prince, by fortune crofi 
At least more courage than thy men may bo; 
Our sex has dar*d the mughouse chiefs to m< 
And purchas'd fame in many a well fought s 
From Drury Lane, the region of renown, 
The land of love, the Paphos of the Town ; 
Fair patriots sallying oft have put to flight, 
With all their poles, the guardians of the nig 
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And bore, vSAickiw of triuftpfe, to thw aUfe 
The leader** staff in all to painted pride. . 
Kor fears the Jiavrker in mer warbling note 
To yend the discontented statesman's thought, 
Thoogh red wfthetripes, aiid recent fron the ttong, 
fere snitten for the love of sacred song; 
The tuneful sisters rfn tb^ trade 
like Philomela* da* igin the shade. 
IWTrotatteiid* trolofafkre, 
And hums in concer • «rhis empty chair. 

Meaunluie, regarc if the royal cause, - 
ffissWerd for James no orother sovereign draws; 
The l^yfr hhni^i rounded with alarms, 
To France his hulls, cp Corfu sends his arms; 
And though he tears his darting son's complaint, 
CaalMU^spaTe^el^eh^Siu^ 
But lists them all to guard his own abodes, 
And into ready money coins his gods. 
The dauntless Swede, pursued by vengeful foes, 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary snows ; 
Nor must the friendly roof of kind Lorrain 
With feast regale our garter'd youth again. 
Safe, Bar-le-Duc ! within thy silent grove 
The pheasant now may perch, the hare may rove ; 
The knight who aims unerring from afar, 
The' adventurous knight, now quits the silvan war; 
Thy blinded boars may slumber undismayed, 
Or grunt secure beneath the chesnut shade. 
Inconstant Orleans ! (still wc mourn the day 
That trusted Orleans with imperial sway) 
Far o'er the Alps our helpless monarch sends, 
Par from the call of his desponding friends ; 
Such are the terms to gain Britannia's grace, 
And such the terrors of the Brunswick rac/i* 
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Wat it lor this the sun's whow jm* ssftal nd 
And sudden midnight o'er the men prersiBd? 
For this did Heav'n display to mart*! eyes . . -» 



False auguries : the* insmnrtg nctoct aeonU; ■ i'i 
Ev*n our own prodigies inst us tuts) i, * .■„.,■ ; nl 
O portents ! construed on.our side in Tan* .. . .4. H 
Let never Tory trust eclipse again. . , W A 
Run clear, ye fountains t be at peace, ye ekkal » 
And Thames ! henceforth to thy green ImnIot jkl 
To Home then must the- Royal Wseiktat - 
And ftD a suppliant at the papal toe'? 
HishTemskrthingkmousnmstto^ 
One half in luxury, and one in prayVf . t r 
His mind perhaps at length debanch'd with ess* . 
The profferM purple and the hat may please. 
Shall he, whose ancient patriarchal race 
To mighty Nimrod in one line we trace, 
In solemn conclave sit, devoid of thought. 
And poll fir points of faith his trusty, vote I , 
Be summoned to his stall in time of need. 
And with his casting suffrage fix a creed ? 
Shall he in robes on stated days appear, 
And English heretics curse once a-year? 
Garnet and Faux shall he with prayers invoke? 
And beg that Smithfield piles once more may smoke 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! my soul to fury wrought 
Turns almost Hanoverian at the thought. 

From James and Rome I feel my heart decline, 
And fear, O Brunswick ! 'twill be wholly thine > 
Yet still his share thy rival will cqi&hX, 
And still the double claim divide* toy \m»a\. 



Aerial ki tsand 
Was It 

Andl 'n 
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The fate of James with pitying eyes I view, 
And wish my homage were not Brunswick's due : 
To James my passion and my weakness guide, 
But reason sways me to the victor's side. 
Though grieved I speak it; let the truth appear; 
You know my language and my heart sincere. 
In vain did falsehood his fair fame disgrace ; 

What force had falsehood when he sliow'd his face ? 

In vain to war our boastful clans were led ; 

Heaps driv'n on heaps in the dire shock they fled. 

Frtnce shuns his wrath, nor raises to our shame 

A second Dunkirk in another name. 

hi Britain's funds their wealth all Europe throws, 

And up the Thames the world's abundance flows. 

Spite of feign'd fears and artificial cries, 

The pious Town sees fifty churches rise. 

The hero triumphs as his worth is known, 

And sits more firmly on his shaken throne. 

To my sad thought no beam of hope appears 
Through the long prospect of succeeding years. 
The son, aspiring to his father's fame, 
Shows all his sire, another and the same : 
He blest in lovely Carolina's arms 
To future ages propagates her charms. 
t¥ith pain and joy at strife I often trace 
Hie mingled parents in each daughter's face : 
Half sickening at the sight, too well I spy 
rhe father's spirit through the mother's eye : 
[n vain new thoughts of rage I entertain, 
And strive to hate their innocence in vain. 

O Princess ! happy by thy foes confest, 
Blest in thy husband, in thy children blest, 
As they from thee, from them new beauties boti\ 
rhile Europe lasts shall Europe's thrones *&ortv. 
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Transplanted to each court, in times to come 
Thy smile celestial and unfading bloom 
Great Austria's sons with softer lines shall grace, 
And smooth the frowns of Bourbon's haughty no 
The fair descendants of thy sacred bed 
Wide branching o'er the western world shall spres 
Like the fam'd Banian tree, whose pliant shoot 
To earthward bending, of itself takes root; 
Till, like their mother plant, ten thousand stand 
In verdant arches on the fertile land j 
Beneath her shade the tawny Indians rove, 
Or hunt at large through the wide echoing grot e, 

O thou ! to whom these mournful lines I mad, 
My promis'd husband and my dearest friend, 
Since Heav'n appoints this favourM race to reig% 
And blood has drench'd the Scottish fields in vaia, 
Must I be wretched, and thy flight partake? 
Or wilt not thou, for thy lov'd Chloe's sake, 
TVd out at length, submit to fate's decree ? 
If not to Brunswick, O return to me ! 
Prostrate before the victor's mercy bend ; 
What spares whole thousands may to thee extend 
Should blinded friends thy doubtful conduct biam< 
Great Brunswick's virtues will secure thy fame : 
Say these invite thee to approach his throne, 
And own the monarch Heaven vouchsafes to own 
The world convinc'd, thy reasons will approve ; 
Say this to them, but swear to me 'twas love. 



m 



rtJRSES TO MRS. tOWTRER 




Ita spates* swain that treads the' Aw»<Ean grove, 
0«r afcepkeids envy> and aw virgins love, * 
fib chanaag nymph his softer ssir obtain*, 
The btjgkt QiaiMvof tmr flown? plaii*; 

Be iaidstthe graceful of superior grace, 

Aadahe Ihe io?e*e*t v *f <he fapefiaatiaee. 
l*y ftahfol iaiaottce guardiaa Jubo she4 

Aad crowa the pleaaurea of tag genial bed; 
ila^tham^tk^fatape joy,atmm^h^ ' 

Vive as the father aa the mother (air. 

Well may*ft thou shower thy choicest gifts on those; 

Who boldly rival thy most hated foes ; 

The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies, 

And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 



A ULDt BEFORE MARRIAGE, 

Oe ! form'd by Nature and refin'd by art, 
With charms to win and sense to fix the heart; 
By thousands sought, Clotilda ! canst thou free 
Thy crowd of captives and descend to me ; 
Content in shades obscure to waste thy life, 
A hidden beauty and a country wife } 

I Voi. xvn. k 
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O ! listen while thy summers are my theme, 
Ah ! sooth thy partner in liis waking 1 dream. 
In some small hamlet on the lonely plain, [tr 
Where Thames through meadows rolls his n 
Or where high Windsor, thick with greens am 
Waves his old oaks and spreads his ample shad< 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ; 
Already round the visionary seat 
Our limes begin to shoot, our flowers to spring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to sing. 
WTiefre dost thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green 
Thou nameless lawn and village yet unseen, 
Where sons contented with their native ground 
Ne'er travell'd further than ten furlongs round, 
And the tann'd peasant and his ruddy bride 
Were born together, and together died ; 
Where early larks best tell the morning 1 light, 
And only Philomel disturbs the night ? 
'Midst gardens here my humble pile shall rise, 
With sweets surrounded of ten thousand dies ; 
All savage where the' embroidered gardens end, 
The haunt of echoes shall my woods ascend ; 
And oh ! if Heav'n the' ambitious thought appro 
A rill shall warble cross the gloomy grove ; 
A little rill, o'er pebbly beds convey'd, 
Gush down the steep and glitter through the ghu 
What cheering scents these bordering banks exha 
How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 
That thrush how shrill ! his note so clear, so higl 
He drowns each featherM minstrel of the sky. 
Here let me trace beneath the purpled morn, 
The deep-mouth'd beagle and the sprightly hon 
Or lure the trout with well -dissembled flies, 
fetch the flutteT\T\^\^wVi\^^e^tQmtiue skies. 



SMSTXia. 



Ill 



lall thy band disdain to crop the vine, 

owny peach or flavourM nectarine, 

> the bee-hive of its golden hoard, 

ear the' unbought luxuriance to thy board. 

imes my books by day shall kill the hours, 

from thy needle rise the silken flow'rs, 
hou by turns, to ease my feeble sight, 
le the volume and deceive the night, 
hen I mark thy twinkling eyes opprest, 
whispering let me warn my love to rest, 
watch thee, charm'd, while sleep locks every 

sense, 

d sweet Heav'n commend thy innocence ! 
reign'd our fathers o'er the rural fold, 
hale, and honest, in the days of old ; 
>urts arose, where substance pays for show, 
pecious joys are bought with real woe. 
lavia's pendants large, well spread and right ; 
ir that wears them hears a fool each night. 
Iiow the* embroider' d col'nel sneaks away 
in the withering dame that made him gay. 
:nave to gain a title lost his fame ; 
ais'd his credit by a daughter's shame .- 
oxcomb's ribband cost him half his land, 
iks unnumber'd bought that fool a wand, 
nan, as all his sorrows were too few, 
:es strange wants that Nature never knew; 
inight lamps he emulates the day, 
eeps perverse the cheerful suns away; 
BfoblHs high-embost his wine must glide, 
his closM sight the gorgeous curtain slide 
ere their tjine to £race his pomp must rise 
iree uiita.*t<-d courses glut his eyt-a. 
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For this are Nature's gentle calls withstood, 
The voice of conscience and the bonds of bfa 
This wisdom thy reward for every pain, 
And this gay glory all thy mighty gain : 
Fair phantomB woo'd and scorn'd from age to 
Since bards began to laugh or priests to rage, 
And yet just curse on man's aspiring kind ! 
Prone to ambition, to example blind. 
Our children's children shall our steps pursue 
And the same errors be for ever new. 
Meanwhile in hope a guiltless country swain, 
My reed with warblings cheers the' imagin'd | 
Hail humble shades ! where truth and silence d 
Thou noisy Town and faithless Court! farewe 
Farewell ambition, once my darling flame, 
The thirst of lucre and the charm of fame ; 
In life's by-road, that winds through paths unki 
My days though numbered shall be all my owi 
Here shall they end, (O might they twice be§ 
And all be white the Fates intend to spin. 



TO .1 LADY 

WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS. 

The fragrant painting of our flowery fields, 
The choicest stores that youthful summer yic 
Strephon to fair Eliza hath convey'd, 
The sweetest garland to the sweetest maid ! 
O cheer the flowers, my fair ! and let them n 
On the Elysium of thy snowy breast, 
And there regale the smell and charm the vi< 
With richer odours and a lovelier hue. 



UmhmMWfl Ij^wrintfcenWr, 
Ity fcA W» pmp^i matc he s* prat : 
9ml •**•? % tfupks tfc bfight carnation glows, 
And thy ripf Hps outblnsh the opeiuiig rose ; 
Itelfrfr snow betray* le# pm^tftf^ 
Loot in tty bosom's mote uuaulfced white! 
And noMn flf Jm *ed perfume* i*meath 
TWsss**)*}** >f thy balmy braOb. 

Teathq»y»i b#a i grace the rival pain 
Jfeirtpr Ik* draft siriti* nymph how fri*! 
Bs*ak !ioo soon th dsi «*c*y, 

sxtwirits**sji4tbeni 
HMteMf to to thine i oeappjUe*}* 
And wfc*t «frfti**4 thy form, * u check tby pride. 
Be wise, my fair f the present he improve, 
Let joy be now, and now a waste of love : 
Each drooping bloom shall plead thy just excuse, 
And tha^ which ahow'd thy beauty, show its use. 



OV A LADY* PICTURE. 

TO OILFORD LAWSOH, ESft. 

At Damon jChloe's painted form survey 'd, 
He aigh'd and languished for the jilting shade ; 
For Cupid taught the artist-hand its grace, 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 

Now he laments a look so falsely fair, 
And almost damns what yet resembles her ; 
K2 
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Now he devours it with his longing eyes. 
Now sated, from the lovely phantom flies. 
Yet burns to look again, yet looks again and di 
Her ivory neck his lips presume to kiss, 
And his bold hands the swelling bosom press; 
The swain drinks in deep draughts of vain dei 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancied fire. 

Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator, j 
What love inspires may life itself impart. 
Struck with like wounds of old, Pygmalion pi 
And huggM to life his artificial maid. 
Clasp, new Pygmalion ! clasp the seeming chan 
Perhaps ev*n now the' enlivening image warm 
Destm'd to crown thy joys, and revel in thy am 
Thy arms, which shall with fire so fierce invad 
That she at once shall be, and cease to be a m 



TO 

SIR GODFREY 1TJYELLEB, 

AT HIS COUNTRY SEAT. 

To "Whitton's shades and Hounslow's airy plaii 
Thou, Kn"llcr ' tak'st thy summer flights in vi 
In \a>n thy wish gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair villa and well-order'd bow'rs ; 
To court thy pencil, early at thy gates 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty waits; 
The boastful Muse, of others' fame so sure, 
Implores thy aid to make her ovm secure : 
The Grrat , the Fair, and if aught w&tac\*, 
Aught more belov'd, the Aita aoAicAXXte^ 
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How canst thou hope to fly the world, in vain 
From Europe severM by the circling main, 
Sought by the kings of every distant land, 
And every hero worthy of thy hand ? 
Hadst thou forgot, that mighty Bourbon fearM 
He still was mortal till thy draught appeared ? 
That Cosmo chose thy glowing form, to place 
Amidst her masters of the Lombard race ? 
See on her Titian's and her Guido's urns 
Her falling arts forlorn Hesperia mourns, 
While Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her wit and freedom first, her painting now. - 

Let the faint copier on old Tiber's shore, 
Nor mean the task, each breathing bust explore, 
line after line with painful patience trace, 
This Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace ; 
Vain care of parts : if, impotent of soul, 
The' industrious workman fails to warm the whole, 
Each theft betrays the marble whence it came, 
And a cold statue stiffens in the frame. 
Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid denied, 
The kindest mistress and the surest guide, 
To catch a likeness at one piercing sight, 
And place the fairest in the fairest light. 
Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, 
Or on thy palette lie the blended oils, 
Thy careless chalk has half achiev'd thy art, 
And her just image makes Cleora start. 

A mind that grasps the whole is rarely found ; 
Half-learn'd, half-painters, and half-wits abound. 
Few like thy genius at proportion aim, 
All great, all graceful, and throughout the same 
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Such be thy life. O since the glorious rag 
That fir'd thy youth, flames unsubdued by 
Though wealth nor fame now touch thy sal 
Hill tinge the canvass, bounteous to manki 
Since after thee may rise an impious line, 
Coarse manglers of the human face divine. 
Paint on till fate dissolve thy mortal part, 
Vnd live and die the monarch of thy art. 




OCCASIONED BT Ml!* 



EXCELLEJYCYTHEEJIRL OF STANHOPE S 

FOTMiE Tl> FRANCE, lFlS 



Fijr daughter once of Windsor's woods, 
In safety o'er the rolling- floods 
Britannia's boast and darling care, 
Big with the fate of Europe, bear * 
May winds propitious on his way 
The minister of peace convey, 
Nor rebel wave nor i 
Great George's liquid i 

Our tows are heard ; thy crowded sail* 
Already swell with western gales, 
Already Albion's const retires, 
I Calais multiplies her spire a. 
t length has royal Orleans prest 
l open arms the well-known guest, 
! in sacred friendsliip join'd^ 

And. 
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Whilst his clear schemes our patriot shows, 
And plans the threaten'd world's repose; 
They fix each haughty monarch's doom, 
And bless whole ages yet to come. 
Henceforth, great Brunswick shall decree 
What flag must awe the Tyrrhene sea. 
For whom the Tuscan grape shall glow. 
And fruitful Arethusa flow. 

See in firm leagues with Thames combine 
The Seine, the Bfaese, and distant Rhine ; 
Nor, Ebro ! let thy single rage 
With half the warring world engage : 
Oh ! call to mind thy thousands slain, 
And Almanara's fatal plain, 
While yet the Gallic terrors sleep, 
Nor Britain thunders from the deep. 



INSCRIBED TO 

THE EARL OF SUJYDEBLAA'D 

AT WINDSOR. 

Thou dome ! where Edward first enroll'd 
His red-cross Knights and Barons bold, 
Whose vacant seats, by virtue bought, 
Ambitious emperors have sought, 
Where Britain's foremost names are found, 
In peace belov'd, in war renown'd, 
Who made the hostile nations moan, 
Or brought a blessing on their own ; 

Once re a son of Spencer waits, 
t familiar to tby £»Xe*> 



s prui)£ from the chief whose prowess gmi'ti 
fhc Garter, white thy founder reign 'd * 
»* oftVd here his dinted shield, 
IV dread of Gauls in Creasy *a fi t -!«L 
*hich, in thy high-archM temple rais'J, 
N four long centuries bath blaaU 

Tbse aeata our aires, a hardy kind 1 
To the fierce sons of War connVd, 
"TOte flower of chivalry | who drew 
Will sinew'd arm the stub horn jcv\ 
* with heav 3 d pole-axe clearM the field, 
Or who in justs and tourneys ®kiU'd t 
before their ladies' eyes renown'd 
HftV horse and horsemen to the ground 

hatter times, as ooumrefinU 
Our patriots in the list were join'd ; 
Not only Warwick staiuM with blood, 
Or Marlborough near the Danube's flood, 
ITaire in their crimson Crosses glow'd, 
But on just lawgivers bestow J d i 
Thmsc emblems Cecil did invest, 
And gleam'd on wise Godolphin's breast. 

fco Greece, ere arts began to rise, 
Fix'd huge Orion in the skies ; 
And stern Alcides, fam'd in wars, 
Bespangled with a thousand stars : 
Till letterM Athens round the pole 
Made gentler constellations roll, 
In the blue heavens the lyre she strung, 
And near the Maid the Balance* hung. 



* Name$ of constellations. 
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Then, Spencer! mount amid the band 
Where knights and kings promiscuous stand. 
What though the hero's flame represt 
Burns calmly in thy generous breast ; 
Yet who more dauntless to oppose 
In doubtful days our home-bred foes ? 
Who rais'd his country's wealth so high, 
Or view'd with less desiring eye ? 

The sage who large of soul surveys 
The globe, and all its empires weighs, 
Watchful the various climes to guide , 
Which seas, and tongues, and faiths divide, 
A nobler name in Windsor's shrine 
Shall leave, if right the Muse divine, 
Than sprung of old, abhorrM and vain, 
From ravaged realms and myriads slain. 

Why praise we, prodigal of fame, 
The rage that sets the world on flame ? 
My guiltless Muse his brow shall bind 
Whose godlike bounty Bpares mankind : 
For those whom bloody garlands crown 
The brass may breathe, the marble frown * 
To him, through every rescued land, 
Ten thousand living trophies stand. 
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PART OF 

THE FOURTH BOOK OF LUCJW. 



W harm* rewired to give battle to Petreius and Afraniur, 
*ompey*» Lieutenants in Spain, encamped near the enemy in 
the tame field. The behaviour of their soldiers, at their seeing 
tad knowing one another, is the subject of the following verses. 



? ima ancient friends, as now they nearer drew, 
'repar'd for fight the wondering soldiers knew ; 
brother with brother in unnatural strife, 
k.nd the son arm'd against the father's life, 
tors'd Civil war ! then conscience first was felt, 
Ud the tough veteran's heart began to melt, 
fa'd in dumb sorrow all at once they stand, 
Hien wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltless hand ; 
To vent ten thousand struggling passions move, 
The stings of nature, and the pangs of love. 
All order broken, wide their arms they throw, 
And ran with transport to the longing foe. 
Here the long-lost acquaintance neighbours claim; 

an old friend recals his comrade's name ; 
Souths who in arts beneath one tutor grew, 
J ^ rent in twain, and kindred hosts they view. 
r °£. XMJ. i. 
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Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief ! 
And kisses broke by sobs the words of grief. 
Though yet no blood was spilt, each anxious mi 
With horror thinks on wha/his rage designed. 
Ah ! generous youths! why thus with fruitless] 
Beat ye those breasts? why gush those eyes in* 
Why blame ye Heav'n, and charge your guiK 

Fate? t 
Why dread the tyrant whom yourselves make gr 
Bids he the trumpet sound ? Hie trumpet alight 
Bids he the standard move ? refuse the fight. 
Tour generals left by you, will love again 
A son and father, when they're private men. 

Kind Concord, heavenly born ! whose blissful re 
Holds the vast globe in one surrounding chain, 
Whose laws the jarring elements control, 
And knit each atom close from pole to pole ; 
Soul of the world ! and love's eternal spring ! 
This lucky hour thy aid, fair goddess ! bring ; 
This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 
Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly stain the times ; 
No veil henceforth for sin, for pardon none; 
They know their duty now their friends are kno 
Vain wish! from blood short must the respite be 
New crimes by love enhane'd this night shall see 
Such is the will of Fate, and such the hard decre< 

'Twas peace. From either camp, now void off 
The soldiers mingling cheerful feasts prepare; 
On the green sod the friendly bowls were crow 
And hasty banquets pil'd upon the ground : 
Around the fire they talk ; one shows his scars, 
One tells what chance first led him to the wars 
Their stories o'er the tedious m^Jvt prevail, 
And the mute circle listens \o i&e 
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ey own they fought, but swear they ne'er could 
hate, 

ny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate : 
.eir love revives to make them guiltier grow ; 
ihorMivM blessing but to heighten woe ! 
When to Pctreius first the news was told 
le jealous general thought his legions sold : 
ift with the guards, his headstrong fury drew 
om out his camp, he drives the hostile crew, 
its clasping friends asunder with his sword, 
id stains with blood each hospitable board. 
Then thus his wrath breaks out : « Oh, lost to 
fame! 

i, false to Pompey and the Roman name ! 

n ye not conquer ? ye degenerate bands ! 

i ! die at least, 'tis all that Rome demands. 

hat ! will ye own, while ye can wield the sword, 

rebel standard and usurping lord ? 

all he be sued to take you into place 

nongst his slaves, and grant you equal grace ? 

hat! shall my life be beggM? inglorious thought! 

id life abhorrM, on such conditions bought ! 

le toils we bear, my friends ! are not for life, 

x> mean a prize in such a dreadful strife ; 

it peace would lead to servitude and shame, 

fair amusement and a specious name, 

Jver had man explor'd the iron ore, 

wk'd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tow'r, 

e'er had the steed in harness sought the plain, 

f fleets encounter*d on the' unstable main, 

r erelife, were breath, with fame to be compar'd, 

r peace to glorious liberty prcferM. 

> guilty oaths the hostile army bound, 

Ids fast its impious faith, and stands its gvouwOi; 
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Are you perfidious who espouse the laws, 
And traitors only in a righteous cause ? 
Oh shame ! in vain through nations far and wide 
Thou call'st the crowding monarchs to thy side, 
Fall'n Pompey ! while thy legions here betray 
Vhy cheap-bought life, and treat thy fame away.' 

He ended fierce : the soldier's rage returns, 
His >\ood flies upward, and his bosom burns. 

So haply tam'd, the tiger bears his bands, 
Less grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hands; 
But it" by chance he tastes forbidden gore, 
He yells amain and makes his dungeon roar; 
He glares, he foams, he aims a desperate bound, 
And his pale master flies the dangerous ground. 

Now deeds are done which man might charge 
aright 

On stubborn Fate, or undiscerning Night, 
Had not their guilt the lawless soldiers known, 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And breasts arc stab'd that were embrae'd before. 
Pity awhile their hands from slaughter kept, 
Inward they groan'd, and as they drew they wept; 
But every blow their wavering rage assures, 
In murder hardens, and to blood inures: 
Crowds charge on crowds, nor friends their friends 
descry, 

But sires by sons, and sons by fathers die. 
Black monstrous rage ! each witii victorious cries 
Drags his slain friend before the general's eyes, 
Exults in guilt that throws the only shame 
On Pompcy's cause, and blots the Roman name* 
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Flfl ST BOOK OF THE ILMD> 



DEDICATION. 

ix* 1 first entered upon this translation 1 was 
jitious of dedicating it to the late Earl of 
ifaXi but being - prevented from doing 4 myself 
t honour* by the unspeakable loss which our 
ntry hath snatain'd in the death of that ejttra- 
inary person, I hope I shall not be blamed for 
siiming to make a Dedication of it to his me- 
ry. The greatness of his name will justify a 
etiec altogether uncommon, and may gain fa- 
r towards a work, which (if it bad deserved his 
ronage) is perhaps the "only one inscribed to his 
Iship, that will escape being rewarded by him. 
might have one advantage from such a Dedi- 
on, that nothing I could say in it would be sus- 
ted of flattery : besides that the world would 
2 a pleasure in hearing those things said of this 
at man now he is dead, which he himself would 
e been offended at when living. But though 
i sensible so amiable and exalted a character 
ild be very acceptable to the public, were I 
i to draw it in its full extent, I should be cen- 
sd very deservedly, should I venture upon an 
iertaking to which I am by no means equal, 
[is consummate knowledge in all kinds of busi- 
ly 
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ness, his winning* eloquence in public assemblies, 
his active zeal for the good of his country, and the 
share he had in conveying the supreme power tn 
an illustrious family, famous for being friends tc 
mankind, are subjects easy to be enlarged upon 
but incapable of being exhausted. The nature c 
the following performance more directly leads mi 
to lament the misfortune which hath befallen tha 
learned world, by the death of so generous an 
universal a patron. 

He rested not in a barren admiration of tb< 
polite arts, wherein he himself was so great a 
master, but was actuated by that humanity they 
naturally inspire, which gave rise to many excel- 
lent writers, who have cast a light upon the age in 
which he lived, and will distinguish it to posterity. 
It is well known, that very few celebrated pieces 
have been published for several years, but what 
were either promoted by his encouragement, or 
supported by his approbation, or recompensed by 
his bounty; and if the succession of men who excel 
in most of the refined arts should not continue, 
though some may impute it to a decay of genius in 
our countrymen, those who are acquainted with 
his lordship's character will know more justly how 
to account for it. 

The cause of liberty will receive no small advarf 
tage in future times, when it shall be observed thai 
the Earl of Halifax was one of the patriots wh< 
were at the head of it ; and that most of those 
who were eminent in the several parts of polite 01 
useful learning were, by his influence and example; 
engaged in the same interest. 
I hope, therefore, tYie \roib\\c excuse my am 
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i, for thus intruding into the number of those 
uided men who have paid him this kind of 
ige ; especially since 1 am also prompted to it 
Tatitude for the protection with which he had 
in to honour me, and do it at a time when he 
iot suffer by the importunity of my acknow- 
ments. 
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TO THE RRAB&R. . . ' 
Imntt inform the Reader, that when I etgva tab lot taofclblt 
tome thoughts of translating the whole Med, jrt|ad 
sure of being diverted firotn that design by "#jnVng flat ^Mk^doi 
fiUlenimoanrachaMerhand. I wofUnottfawe^ bean** 
to hare any 4*her view in poMUung thk «■*!) aaaafaatft tfpt 
inert Had ten to bespeak, if powibie, the &v«aYof«»s*# 
to a translation of Homer 1 ! Odytaks, wr huithi I bmm.4m& 
made toaae progress j 



Achilles' fatal wrath, whence discord rose 
That brought the sons of Greece unnumbered woes, 
O goddess sing. Full many a hero's ghost 
Was driv'n untimely to the* infernal coast, 
While in promiscuous heaps their bodies lay, 
A feast for dogs and every bird of prey. 
So did the sire of gods and men fulfil 
His steadfast purpose, and almighty will; 
What time the haughty chiefs their jars begun, 
Atrides king of men and Peleus' godlike son. 
What god in strife the princes did engage ? 
Apollo ! burning with vindictive rage 
Against the scornful king, whose impious pride 
His priest dishonour^, and his pow*r defied; • 
Hence swift contagion, by the gods' commands, 
Swept through the camp Ckecitn 
bands. 
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alth immense the holy Chryses bore 
iter's ransom to the tented shore : 
re stretcliing forth, the golden rod 
nd with hallowM garlands of his god ; 
host, of every princely chief, 
»f Atreus* sons he begged relief : 
Atreus' sons and warlike Greeks attend ! 
le* immortal gods your cause befriend, 
du Priam's lofty bulwarks burn, 
in gatherM spoils, to Greece return. 
«e gifts, my daughter, you bestow, 
rence due to great Apollo show, 
ourite offspring, terrible in war, 
Is his shafts unerring from afar.' 
hout the host consenting murmurs rise, 
t to reverence and give back the prize, 
: great king, incens'd, his silence broke 
reproachful, and thus sternly spoke : 
, dotard ! from my sight, nor ever more 
, I warn thee, this forbidden shore, 
stretch forth my fury, to restrain 
ths and sceptre of thy god in vain, 
ve maid I never will resign ; 
'ertakes her, I have vow'd her mine : 
t Argos shall the fair be led ; 
to ply the loom and grace my bed. 
:re evil intercept thy way : 
thy life, nor urge me by thy stay.' 
ed frowning. Speechless and dismay'd 
sire his stern command obey'd. 
pass'd amid the deafening roar 
ng billows on the lonely shore : 
the camp he pass'd, then suppYiaivt 
be hoary priest invok'd his god : 
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' Dread warrior with the silver bow ! give ear; 
Patron of Chrysa and of Cilia hear; 
To thee the guard of Tencdos belongs: 
Propitious Smintheus! oh, redress my wrongs! 
If e'er within thy fane, with wreaths adorn'd, 
The fat of bulls and well-fed goats I burn'd, 
O hear my prayer ! Let Greece thy fury know, 
And with thy shafts avenge thy servant's woe !' 

Apollo heard his injurM suppliant's cry ; 
Down rush'd the vengeful warrior from the sky. 
Across his breast the glittering bow he flung, 
And at his back the well-stor'd quiver hung : 
(Flis arrows rattled as he urg*d his flight.) 
In clouds he flew, concealM from mortal sight, 
Then took his stand the well-aim'd shaft to throw; 
Fierce sprung the string, and twang*d the silver bow. 
The dogs and mules his first keen- arrow slew, 
Amid the ranks the next more fatal flew, 
A deathful dart ! The funeral piles around 
For ever blazM on the devoted ground. 

Nine days entire he vex'd the' embattled host; 
The tenth, Achilles through the winding coast 
Summon'd a council by the queen's command, 
Who wields heaven's sceptre in her snowy hand: 
She niourn'd her favourite Greeks, who now enclose 
The h<-ro, swiftly speaking as he rose : 
' What now, () Alivus' son! remains in view, 
Hut o'er ilio deep our wanderings to renew, 
DoomM to destruction, while our wasted pow'rs 
The sword and pestilence at once devours ? 
Why haste we not some prophet's skill to prove, 
Or seek by dreams? (for dreams descend from Jove.) 
H7j.it inoves Apollo's rage \e\A\YY& e&^ta&xx, 
U7iaf vow withheld, \v\\at\\^ 



TRANSLATIONS. 



131 



knd if the blood of lambs and goats can pay 
'he price for guilt, and turn this curse away r' 

Thus he : and next the reverend Calchas rose, 
Their guide to llion whom the Grecians chose ; 
The prince of augurs ! whose cnlighten'd eye 
Could things past, present, and to come, descry ! 
Such wisdom Phoebus gave. He thus began, 
His speech addressing to the godlike man : 
* Me then commandst thou, lov'd of Jove ! to show 
What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow ? 
First plight thy faith thy ready help to lend, 
By words to aid me or by arms defend ; 
for I foresee his rage, whose ample sway 
The Argian pow'rs and sceptred chiefs obey. 
Hie wrath of kings what subject can oppose ? 
Deep in their breasts the smother'd vengeance glows 
Still watchful to destroy. Swear, valiant, youth ! 
Swear, wilt thou guard me if I speak the truth ?' 

To this Achilles swift replies : ' Be bold, 
disclose what Phaebus tells thee uncontroll'd. 
3y him who listening to thy powerful pray'r 
ieveals the secret, I devoutly swear 
That while these eyes behold the light, no hand 
Jhall dare to wrong thee on this crowded strand - 
tot Atreus' son, though now himself he boast 
Hie king of men, and sovereign of the host.' 

Then boldly he : — 'Nor does the god complaii. 
)f vows withheld, or hecatombs unslain. 
'hryseis to her awful sire rcfus'd, 
Hie gifts rejected, and the priest abus'd, 
Jail down these judgments; and for more they cali.. 
ust ready on the* exhausted camp to fall : 
Till ransom-free the damsel is bestow'd, 
\nd hecatombs urc sent to sooth the gOv\, 
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To Chrysa sent. Perhaps Apollo's rage 
The gifts may expiate and the priest assuage/ 

lie spoke and sat ; when with an angry frown 
The chief of kings upstarted from his throne. 
Disdain and vengeance in his bosom rise, 
Lour in his brow and sparkle in his eyes; 
Full at the priest their fiery orbs he bent, 
And all at once his fury found a vent. 

' Augur of ills, (for never good to me 
Did that most inauspicious voice decree) 
For ever ready to denounce my woes, 
When Greece is punish'd, I am still the cause; 
And now, when Phoebus spreads his plagues abroad 
And wastes our camp, 'tis I provoke the god, 
Because my blooming captive I detain, 
And the large ransom is produe'd in vain. 
Pond of the maid, my queen in beauty's pride 
Ne'er charm'd mc more, a virgin and a bride ; 
Not Clytemnestra boasts a nobler grace, 
A sweeter temper or a lovelier face, 
In works of female skill hath more command, 
Or guides the needle with a nicer hand : 
Yet she shall go ; the fair our peace shall buy ; 
Better I suffer than my people die. 
But mark me well ; see instantly prepaid 
A full equivalent, a new reward : 
Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his share, 
Your chief should lose his portion of the war; 
In vain your chief, whilst the dear prize I boast 
Is wrested from me and for ever lost.' 

To whom the swift pursuer quick replied : 
* Oh sunk in avarice, and swoln with pride ! 
How shall the Greeks, though large of soul they bf : 
Collect their severed spoWs, &taa\> to \hc<i 
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Taeeareh jaww, and call the choicest dun 
Amid th# mighty harvest cfthe war ? 
Then yield thy eapthre to the god reaign'd* 
AssurM m tenfold reeompence to find 
When Jo^ffr ^decree 'shall throw proamnion down, 
, And give to pfcmder.the devoted town,' 

'Think not, (Atrides answerM) though yon shine 
Graceful in bejyoty Kke (the pow*ra divine, 
Think not thy wilea, in specious words conrey'd, 
from itkfirm purpose my soul dissuade. 
■ Itotl, aione here^ aown with shame, ; 
And than immhinfr keep thy captive dame ? 
M, w I.sskty tne Jarge-soul'd Greeks consent 
**Oree*«ipe*cetogi^ 
ffnot, a prize 1 shall myself decree 
Iron him, or him, or else perhaps from thee ; 
While the proud prince despoiFd shall rage in vsin. 
But break we here ; the rest let time explain. 
Launch now a well-trimm'd galley from the shore, 
With hands experienced at the bending oar ! 
Enclose the hecatomb, and then with care 
To the high deck convey the captive fair. 
The sacred bark let sage Ulysses guide, 
Or Ajax or Idomeneus preside ; 
Or thou, O mighty man ! the chief shall be, 
And who more fit to sooth the god than thee ?' 

'Shameless, and poor of soul ! (the prince replies, 
And on the monarch casts his scornful eyes) 
What Greek henceforth will march at thy command 
I In search of danger on the doubtful strand ? 
Who, in the face of day, provoke the fight, 
Or tempt the secret ambush of the night ? 
Not I, be sure. Henceforward I am free, 
For ne'er was Priam's house a foe to iue. •. 
Vol. XVII. M 
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Far from their inroads, in my pastures feed 
The lowing heifer and the paraperM steed. 
On Phthia's hills our fruits securely grow, 
And ripen careless of the distant foe ; 
Between whose realms and our Thessalian short 
Unnumbered mountains rise and billows roar. 
For tliine and for thy baffled brother's fame 
Across those seas, disdainful man ! I came ; 
Yet, Insolent ! by arbitrary sway 
Thou talk'st of seizing on my rightful prey, 
The prize whose purchase toils and dangers cost, 
And giv'n by suffrage of the Grecian host. 
What town, when sack'd by our victorious bands, 
But still brought wealth to those rapacious hands' 
To me, thus scorn'd, contented dost thou yield 
My share of blood in the tumultuous field ; 
Hut still the flower of all the spoil is thine : 
There claim'st thou most, nor e'er did I repine : 
Whate'er was giv'n, I took, and thought it best, 
With slaughter tirM, and panting after rest. 
To Phthia now, for I shall fight no more, 
My ships their crooked prows shall turn from show 
When I am scorn'd, I think I well foresee 
What spoils and pillage will be won by thee.' 
'Hence, (cried the monarch) hence without de 
lay ; 

Think not, vain man ! my voice shall urge th; 
stay : 

Others thou leav'st to the great cause inclin'd; 
A league of kings thou leav'st, and Jove behind. 
Of all the chiefs dost thou oppose me most: 
Outrage and uproar are thy only boast, 
Discord and jars thy Joy . Bui learn to know, 
If'thoti ;'jt strong 'tis Jove\\a&\kmw&&^\!rc ut- 
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Go, at thy pleasure, none will stop thy way ; 

Go, bid thy base-born Myrmidons obey. 

Thou nor thy rage shall my resolves subdue ,- 

I fix my purpose, and my threats renew. 

Since 'tis decreed, I must the maid restore, 

A ship shall waft her to the' offended pow'r ; 

Bat fair BriseTs, thy allotted prize, 

Myself will seize, and seize before thy eyes, 
That thou and each audacious man may see 
How Fain the rash attempt to cope with me.' 

Stung* to the soul, tumultuous thoughts began 
This way and that to rend the godlike man. 
To force a passage with his falchion drawn, 
And burl the' imperial boaster from this throne, 
Re now resolves; and now resolves again 
To quell his fury, and his arm restrain. 
While thus by turns his rage and reason sway'd, 
And, half unsheath'd, he held the glittering blade, 
That moment Juno, whose impartial eye 
Watch'd o'er them both, sent Pallas from the sky : 
She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
(To him alone the radiant goddess shin'd ;) 
Sudden he turn'd, and started with surprise ; 
Rage and revenge flash'd dreadful in his eyes. 

Then thus with hasty words : * O heavenly born! 
' Com'st thou to see proud Agamemnon's scorn ? 
But thou shalt see (my sword shall make it good) 
This glutted sand smoke with the tyrant's blood.* . 

' To sooth thy soul,* the blue-eyed maid replies, 
' (If thou obey my voice) I left the skies : 
Heaven's queen, who favours both, gave this com- 
mand ; 

Suppress thy wrath and stay thy vengeful Avaud \ 
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Be all thy rage in tauntful words exprcst, 
But guiltless let the thirsty falchion rest. 
Mark what I speak : An hour is on its way 
When gifts tenfold for this affront shall pay : 
Suppress thy wrath, and Heaven and me obc; 

Then he : * I yield, though with reluctant n 
Who yields to Heav'n shall HeaVn propitious 
The silver hilt close grasping, at the word 
Deep in the sheath he plungM his mighty sw 
The goddess, turning, darted from his sight, 
And reach'd Olympus in a moment's flight. 

But fierce Achilles in a thundering tone 
Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous or 

' Valiant with wine, and furious from the b< 
Thou fierce-look'd talker, with a coward sou! 
War's glorious peril ever slow to share, 
Aloof thou view'st the field, for death is ther 
*Tis greater far this peaceful camp to sway, 
And peel the Greeks at will who disobey ; 
A tyrant-lord o'er slaves to earth debas'd, 
For had they souls, this outrage were thy las 
But thou my fix'd, my final purpose, hear : 
By this dread sceptre solemnly 1 swear, 
By this (which once from out the forest torn, 
Xor leaf nor shade shall ever more adorn, 
Which never more its verdure must renew, 
Lopp'd from the vital stem whence first it gr> 
But giv'n by Jove, the sons of men to awe, 
Now sways the nations, and confirms the law 
A day shall come, when for this hour's disdai 
The Greeks shall wish for me, and wish in vi 
Nor thou, though griev'd, the wonted aid aff 
When heaps on heaps shaW faWVy HecX-w^s 
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too late with anguish shall thy heart be torn, 

That the first Greek was made the public scorn.' 
He said ; and mounting with a furious bound, 

He dash'd his studded sceptre on the ground ; 

Then sat : Atrides, eager to reply, 

On the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 
Twas then, the madding monarchs to compose, 

The Pylian prince, the smooth-speech Nestor rose. 

His tongue dropp'd honey : full of days was he ; 

Two ages past, he liv'd the third to see, 

And his first race of subjects long decay 'd, 
O'er their sons' sons a peaceful sceptre sway'd. 

* Alas for Greece ! (he cries) and with what joy 
Shall Priam hear, and every son of Troy, 
That you, the first in wisdom as in wars, 
Waste your great souls in poor ignoble jars ! 
Go to ! you both are young ; yet, oft reverM, 
Greater than you liave the wise Nestor heard 
Their equals never shall these eyes behold, 
Cacneus the just, Pirithous the bold, 
Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 
Shepherds of men, and rulers of the land ; 
Theseus, unrivalPd in his sires abodes, 
And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods. 
They, greatest names that ancient story knows, 
In mortal conflict met as dreadful foes, 
Fearless through rocks and wilds their prey pursued, 
And the huge double Centaur-race subdued. 
With them my early youth was pleas'd to roam 
Through regions far from my sweet native home ; 
They call'd me to the wars : no living hand " 
Could match their valour or their strength with- 
stand; 
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Yet wont they oft my sage advice to hear : 
Then listen both with an attentive ear. 
Seize not thou, king of men,' the beauteous dare, 
The' allotted prize the Grecian voices gave i 
Sot thou, Pelides, in a threatening tone, 
Urge him to wrath who fills that sacred throne. 
The king of forty kings, and honoured more 
By mighty Jove than e'er was king before. 
Brave though thou art, and of a race divine, 
Thou must obey a power more great than thine; 
And thou, O king! forbear: myself will sue 
Great Thetis' son his vengeance to subdue ; 
Great Thetis' valiant son, our country's boast, 
The shield and bulwark of the Grecian host!' 

' Wise are thy words, O sire ! (the king began 
But what can satiate this aspiring man ? 
Unbounded power he claims o'er humankind, 
And hopes for slaves, I trust he ne'er shall find. 
Shall we, because the gods have form'd him stron 
Bear the lewd language of his lawless tongue r' 

' If aw'd by thee, the Greeks might well despu 
My name, (the prince precipitate replies) 
In vain thou nod'st from thy imperial throne ; 
Thy vassals seek elsewhere, for I am none. 
But break we here. The fair, though just 
mine, 

With sword undrawn I purpose to resign : 
On aught beside, I once for all command, 
Lay not, I charge thee, thy presumptuous hand : 
Come not within my reach, nor dare advance, 
Or thy heart's blood shall reek upon my lance. 9 
Thus both in foul debate prolongM the day ; 
The council broke, each take* bis separate way: 
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Achilles seeks his tent with restless mind, 
Patroclus and his train move slow behind. 

Meantime a bark was haul'd along the sand ; 
Twice ten selected Greeks, a brawny band, 
*ftig the tough oars at the great king's command. 
The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair, 
Are all intrusted to Ulysses' care. 
They mount the deck, the vessel takes its flight, 
Bounds o'er the surge and lessens to the sight. 

Next he ordains, along the winding coast, 
By hallow'd rites to purify the host : 
A herd of chosen victims they provide, 
And cast their offals on the briny tide : 
Ait bulls and goats to great Apollo die, 
In clouds the savoury steam ascends the sky. 

The Greeks to Heaven their solemn vows addrest, 
But dire revenge roll'd in the monarch's breast : 
Obsequious at his call two heralds stand, 
To them in frowns he gives this harsh command : 
' Ye heralds ! to Achilles' tent repair, 
Thence, swift the female slave Briseis bear, 
With arms, if disobey'd, myself will come : 
Bid him resign her, or he tempts his doom.' 

The heralds, though unwillingly, obey ; 
Along the sea-beat shore they speed their way ; 
And now the Myrmidonian quarter past, 
At his tent-door they find the hero plac'd. 
Disturb'd the solemn messengers he saw ; 
They, too, stood silent with respectful awe 
Before the royal youth : they neither spoke : 
He guess'd their message, and the silence broke : 

' Ye ministers of gods and men ! draw near ; 
Sot you, -but him whose heralds ye appear, 
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Kobb'd of my right, I blame. Patroclus, bring 
The damsel forth for this disdainful king 1 . 
But ye my wrongs, O heralds ! bear in mind, 
And clear me to the gods and all mankind; 
Ev'n to your thoughtless king, if ever more 
M\ aid be wanted on the hostile shore. 
Thoughtless he is, nor knows his certain doom, 
Blind to the past, nor sees the woes to come ; 
His best defence ihus rashly to forego, 
And leave a naked army to the foe.' 

Hp ceas'd. Fatvoclus his dear friend obey'd, 
And usher'd in the iovely weeping maid. 
Sore s vhM she, as the heralds took her handy 
And oft lonk'd back, slow-moving o'er the strand 

The wHow'd hero, when the fair was gone, 
Far from his friends sat bath'd in tears alone ; 
On tin. c(Jd beach he sat, and fix'd his eyes 
WIktc b'ack with storms the curling billows rise. 
And as i!ie sea wide-rolling he survey'd, 
"With outstreto'^d arms to his fond mother prayM: 

' Since to sho.n life thy hapless son was born, 
Great .love stands bound by promise, to adorn 
His stinted course with an immortal name. 
Ts this the great amends ? the promis'd fame ? 
The son of At reus, proud of lawless sway, 
Demands, possesses, and enjoys my prey.' 

Near her old sire t nthron'd, she heard him weep 
From the low silent caverns of the deep ; 
Then in a morning inmt her head she rears, 
Sits by her son, and mingles tears with tears; 
Close grasp3 her darling's hand: 'My son! (she 
cries) 

fi 7s r heaves thy heart ? and \\Y\y tfetflow thy eyes: 




MevMUVtfcnmg* 'dtliey sleep, 

IpoAfdbgr tise<fis%M r, x deep. 

When acftr, ncen « the anadelof mgfct, 
Anroraglow'daiall *~ 1 ft, 
T% itasjjftli i of4fae mWdcmr 
feMfcifetta Q mrta i cncasap'o, their course renew. 
Hfc fceiwi freshen; fee with friendly fries 
ApsJb «w*i *efcr wide-distended sail. : 
Cleft frytihe rapid prow tibe wave* divide, 
Aad in hawse llama § break on either odes 
h safety to the dead [ port they past, 
Aid ftrfd their bark with grappfins* balaers fast^ 
TWa diiigf dberfii cm t f land coast, 
ssfiiinTlliiii f i nit » in the host. 

Bytfttroe AdtiDet muLon vengeance bent* 
CW^Mhl*wtmth,»nd & 1 in his tent 
The* assembled chid ic a with high disdain, 
A band of longs, nor so nt xne hostile plain, 
But longed to hear the distant troops engage, 
The strife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 

Twelve days were past, and now the' ethereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heaven return'd again, 
When Thetis, from the deep preparM to rise, 
Shot through a big swoln wave and pierc'd the skies. 
At early morn she reachM the realms above, 
The court of gods, the residence of Jove. 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown'd 
With hills on hills, him far apart she found 
Above the rest. The earth beneath displayed 
(A boundless prospect!) his broad eye surveyed. 
Her left hand grasp'd his knees, her right she reared, 
And touch'd with blandishment his awful beard ; 
Then suppliant with submissive voice implorM 
Old Saturn's son, the god by goda a&or'd 
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Thy aid the rebel deities o'crcame, 
And sav'd the mighty Thunderer from shame. 
Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno bound 
The sire in chains, and hem'd their sovereign round. 
Thy voice, O goddess ! broke their idle bands. 
And call'd the giant of the hundred hands, 
Thy prodigy whom heaven and earth revere, 
Briareus nam'd above, JEgcon here : 
His father, Neptune, he in strength surpassed ; 
At Jove's right-hand his hideous form he plac'd, 
Proud of his might : the gods with secret dread 
Beheld the huge enormous shape, and fled. 
Remind him then, for well thou know'st the art ; 
Co clasp liis knees and melt his mighty heart. 
Let the driven Argians, hunted o'er the plain, 
Seek the last verge of this tempestuous main : 
There let them perish, void of all relief, 
My wrongs remember and enjoy their chief: 
Too late with anguish shall his heart be torn, 
That the first Greek was made the public scorn.' 

Then she (with tears her azure eyes ran o'er) 
' Why bore I thee, or nourish'd when I bore f 
Blest, if within thy tent, and free from strife, 
Thou might'st possess thy poor remains of life! 
Thy death approaching- now the Fates foreshow ; 
Short is thy destin'd term, and full of woe. 
Ill-fated thou ! and oh, unhappy I ! 
But hence to the celestial courts I fly, 
Where, hid in snow, to heaven Olympus swells. 
And Jove, rejoicing in his thunder, dwells. 
Meantime, my son ! indulge thy just disdain, 
Vent all thy rage, and shun the hostile plain 

7'iJJ Jove returns. Ijast wight my waves he crogt* 

And sought the distant 
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the skies liis radiant course he steerM, 
i him all the train of gods appear'd, 
■ht procession ! To the holy feast 
ueless men he goes a grateful guest : 
iven he comes when twice six days are o'er, 
ihall my voice the sire of gods implore ; 
:o bis lofty mansion will I pass, 
ed on rocks of ever-during brass ; 
will I clasp his knees with wonted art, 
>ubt, my son ! but I shall melt his heart.' 
ceas'd, and left him lost in doubtful care, 
tilt on vengeance for the ravish'd fair, 
safe arrivM near Chrysa's sacred strand 
ge Ulysses now advanc'd to land ; 

K>ast he shoots with swelling gales, 
the lofty mast and furls the sails, 
► port with many a well-tim'd oar, 
•ops his anchors near the faithful shore, 
jrk now fix'd amid the rolling tide, 
Ys follows her experiene'd guide : 
fts to Phoebus from the Grecian host, 
of bulls, went bellowing o'cj* the coast : 
god's fane, high looking o'er the land, -j 
, and near the altar took his stand, C 
•ave her to the joyful father's hand. J 
hail ! Atrides sets thy daughter free, 
>fferings to thy god and gifts to thee : 
hi intreat the power whose dreadful sway 
his camp and sweeps his host away.' 
aid, and gave her. The fond father smiPd 
icret rapture, and enibrac'd his child, 
victims now they range in chosen bands, 
p er gifts with unpolluted hands; 
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When with loud voice and arms uprearM in air 
The hoary priest preferM this powerful pray'r : 

' Dread warrior with the silver bow ! give ear : 
Patron of Chrysa and of Cilia hear ! 
About this dome thou walk'st thy constant round: 
Still have my vows thy power propitious found : 
Rous'd by my pray ers,ev'n now thy vengeance burm 
And, smit by thee, the Grecian army mourns. 
Hear me once more, and let the suppliant foe 
Avert thy wrath, and slack thy dreadful bow !' 

He pray'd ; and great Apollo heard his pray*r. 
The suppliants now their votive rites prepare : 
Amid the flames they cast the hallowM bread ; 
And heavenward turn each victim's destin'd head; 
Next slay the fatted bulls, their skins divide|- 
And from each carcass rend the smokingVH; 
On every limb large rolls of fat bestow, 
And chosen morsels round the offerings strow ; 
Mysterious rites ! then on the fire divine 
The great high priest pours forth the ruddy wine ; 
Himself the offering burns. On either hand 
A troop of youths in decent order stand ; 
On sharpen'd forks, obedient to the sire, 
They turn the tasteful fragments in the fire ; 
Adorn the feast, see every dish well stored, 
And serve the plenteous messes to the board. 

When now the various feast had cheer'd their souk 
With sparkling wines they crown the generoui 
bowls ; 

The first libations to Apollo pay, 

And solemnize with sacred hymns the day : 

His praise in Io Paeans loud they sing, 

And sooth the rage of the fur-shooting king. 
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t evening through the shore dispersed they sleep, 
lush'd by the distant roarings of the deep. 

When now, ascending from the shades of night, 
urora glowM in all her rosy light, 
lie daughter of the dawn ; the* awaken'd crew 
tack to the Greeks encamp'd, their course renew 
lie breezes freshen ; for with friendly gales 
tpollo swell'd their wide-distended sails : 
Heft by the rapid prow the waves divide, 
Old in hoarse murmurs break on either side : 
i safety to the destuVd port they past, 
iid fix'd their bark with grappling halsers fast, 
hen dragged her farther on the dry land coast, 
egain'd their tents, and mingled in the host. 
But fierce Achilles, still, on vengeance bent, 
herish'd his wrath, and madden'd in his tent. 
he 9 assembled chiefs he shun'd with high disdain, 

band of kings, nor sought the hostile plain, 
at longM to hear the distant troops engage, 
he strife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 
Twelve days were past, and now the' ethereal train, 
ove at their head, to heaven return'd again, 
Vhen Thetis, from the deep prepar'd to rise, 
hot through a big swoln wave and piere'd the skies, 
it early morn she reached the realms above, 
rhe court of gods, the residence of Jove. 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown'd 
ffith hills on hills, him far apart she found 
Ibove the rest. The earth beneath display'd 
A boundless prospect!) his broad eye surveyed, 
ler left hand granp'd his knees, her right she reared, 
nd touch'd with blandishment his awful beard ; 
'ben suppliant with submissive voice implot'd 
3d Saturn's son, the god by g*ods adored 
Vol. XVII. \~ ' 
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' If e'er, by rebel deities opprest, 
My aid reliev'd thee, grant this one request. 
Since to short life my hapless son was born, 
Do thou with fame the scanty space adorn. 
Punish the king of men, whose lawless sway 
Hath sham'd the youth, and seiz'd his destinM pn 
Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may griev< 
And doubled honours to my offspring give. 9 

She said? the god vouchsaf 'd not to reply, 
(A deep suspense sat in his thoughtful eye :) 
Once more around his knees the goddess clung, 
And to soft accents form'd her artful tongue : 

* Oh ! speak; or grant me or deny my pray'r; 
Fear not to speak what 1 am doom'd to bear, 
That I may know, if thou my prayer deny, 
The most despis'd of all the gods am I.' 

With a deep sigh the Thundering Power replic 

* To what a height will Juno's anger rise ! 
Still doth her voice before the gods upbraid 
My partial hand, that gives the Trojan's aid. 
I grant thy suit. But hence ; depart unseen^ 
And shun the sight of heaven's suspicious queei 
Believe my nod, the great, the certain sign, 
When Jove propitious hears the powers diving, 
The sign that ratines my high command, 
That thus 1 will ; and what I will shall stand.* 

This said, his kingly brow the sire inclin'd ; 
The large black curls fell awful from behind, 
Thick shadowing the stern forehead of the god 
Olympus trembled at the' almighty nod. 

The goddess smil'd ; and with a sudden leap 
Prom the high mountain plunged into the deep. 

Bat Jove repair'd to h\a ce\es&aJlt»Vrs, 
And, as he rose, up rose, tW VraaioT^ yaw* 
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i ranks on either side the* assembly cast, 

ow*d down, and did obeisance as he past. 

To him enthron'd (for whispering she had seen 

lose at his knees the silver-footed queen, 

•aughter of him, who low beneath the tides 

ged and hoary in the deep resides) 

ig with invectives Juno silence broke, 

nd thus opprobrious her resentments spoke : 

* False Jove ! what goddess whispering did I see ? 
fond of counsels still conceal'd from me ! 

o me, neglected, thou wilt ne'er impart 

ae single thought of thy close-coverM. heart.' 

To whom the sire of gods and men replied : 

Itrive not to find what I decree to hide ; 

iborious were the search, and vain the strife, 

lin ev'n for thee, my sister and my wife. 

tie thoughts and counsels proper to declare, 

3r god nor mortal shall before thee share ; 

it what my secret wisdom shall ordain, 

hink not to reach, for know the thought were vain .' 

* Dread Saturn's son ! why so severe ? (replies 
he goddess of the large majestic eyes.) 

by own dark thoughts at pleasure hide or show ; 
e'er have I ask'd, nor now aspire to know, 
or yet my fears are vain, nor came unseen 
o thy high throne the silver-footed queen, 
aughter of him who low beneath the tides, 
ged and hoary, in the deep resides, 
hy nod assures me she was not denied, 
nd Greece must perish for a madman's pride.' 
To whom the god whose hand the tempest forms, 
drives clouds on clouds, and blackens heav'n with 
storms, 
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Thus wrathful answer'd : 1 Dost thou still complain i 
Perplex'd for ever, and perplex'd in vain ; 
Shouldst thou disclose the dark event to come, 
How wilt thou stop the' irrevocable doom ? 
This serves the more to sharpen my disdain* 
And woes foreseen but lengthen out thy pain. 
Be silent then ; dispute not my command. 
Nor tempt the force of this superior hand. 
Lest all the gods around thee leagued, engage 
In vain to shield thee from my kindled rage.' 

Mute and abash'd, she sat without reply, 
And downward tum'd her large majestic eye, 
Nor further durst the* offended sire provoke : 
The gods around him trembled as he spoke ; 
When Vulcan, for his mother sore distrest, 
Tum'd orator, and thus his speech addrest : 

' Hard is our fate, if men of mortal line 
Stir up debate among the powers divine, 
If things on earth disturb the blest abodes, 
And mar the' ambrosial banquet of the gods ! 
Then let my mother once be rul'd by me, 
Though much more wise than I pretend to be . 
Let me advise her silent to obey, 
And due submission to our father pay, 
Nor force again his gloomy rage to rise 
Ill-tim'd, and damp the revels of the skies; 
For should he toss her from the* Olympian hill. 
Who could resist the mighty monarch's will? 
Then thou to love the Thunderer reconcile, 
And tempt him kindly on us all to smile.' 

He said ; and in his tottering hands upbore 
-I double goblet, fill'd and foaming o'er. 
' Sit down, dear mother \ mt\v a\vfcw\ cwe&bb&i 
Nor urge a more disgrace£u\ ^uia^w»fcT*.\ 
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lich if great Jove inflict, poor I dismay'd 
st stand aloof, nor dare to give thee aid. 
sat Jove shall reign for ever uncontroll'd : 
member when I took thy part of old, 
lght by the heel he swung me round on high, 
d headlong hurl'd me from the' ethereal sky : 
im morn to noon I fell, from noon to night, 
1 pitch'd on Lemnos, a most piteous sight ? 
e Sintiants hardly could my breath recall, 
Idy and gasping, with the dreadful fall/ 
; smil'd ; and, smiling, her white arm displayed 
reach' the bowl her awkward son convey'd : 
on right to left the generous bowl he crown'd, 
d dealt the rosy nectar fairly round, 
e gods laugh'd out, unweary'd as they spied 
e busy skinker hop from side to side, 
rhus feasting to the full, they pass'd away 
blissful banquets all the livelong day ; 
p wanted melody : with heavenly art 
e Muses sung ; each Muse perform'd her part, 
:ernate warbling, while the golden lyre 
uch'd by Apollo led the vocal choir, 
e sun at length declin'd, when every guest 
aght his bright palace and withdrew to rest. 
«h had his palace on the' Olympian hill, 
masterpiece of Vulcan's matchless skill, 
fti he, the god who heaven's great sceptre sways, 
ad frowns amid the lightning's dreadful blaze j 
is bed of state ascending lay compos'd; 
is eyes a sweet refreshing slumber clos'd ; 
nd at his side, all glorious to behold, 
fas Juno, lodg'd in her alcove of gold. 
2*2 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH TBI DZftCJlPTXOir Of TU flttni. 

Lavish Of wit, and bold, appear the lines 
Where Claudian's genius in the Phoenix shines; 
A thousand ways each brilliant point is turn'd, 
And the gay poem like its theme adorn'd. 
A tale more strange ne'er grac'd the poefs art, 
Nor e'er did fiction play so wild a part. 

Each fabled charm in matchless Celia meets, 
The heavenly colours and ambrosial sweets ; 
Her virgin bosom chaster fires supplies. 
And beams more piercmg guard her kindred eyes 
O'erflowing wit imagined wonder drew, 
Bat fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. 

Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom 
disclose, 

The' untainted lily and unfolding rose ; 
Ease in your mien, and sweetness in your face, 
You speak a siren and you move a grace ; 
Nor time shall urge these beauties to decay, 
While virtue gives what years shall steal away. 
The fair whose youth can boast the worth of age, 
In age shall with the charms of youth engage; 
In every change still lovely, still the same, 
A fairer Phoenix in a purer flame. 
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lean lies * lovely isle 
g still blooms and greens forever 
the Sun put on his first array, 
Is panting steed** bring 1 on the day, 
the deep they rush with rapid forci 
oft to run their glorious course, 
ppear the ruddy streaks of light, 
ring beam* dispel the parting 
aft shades, unprest by 

npire an 




crystal of the I 
i warmth from Titan's purer ray, 
>y streams which eastern seas convey ; 
ws his life in these abodes, 
le power of fate and mates the gods. 
;s shoot forth a glittering' ray, 
us head ten thousand glories play; 
crest a star, celestial bright, 
darkness with its piercing light; 
stain'd with purple's lively die, 
ings the fleeting winds outfly ; 
of cheerful blue his limbs infold, 
h spangles and bedropt w& £sAA« 
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TEAVSUkTIOirf. 



Begot by none himself, begetting none, 
Sire of himself he is, and of himself the son ; 
His life in fruitful death renews his date, 
And kind destruction but prolongs his fate : 
Ev'n in the grave new strength his limbs receive, 
And on the funeral pile begin to lire ; 
For when a thousand times the summer sun 
His bending race has on the zodiac run, 
And when as oft the vernal signs have roll'd, 
As oft the wintry brought the numbing cold, 
Then drops the bird, worn out with aged cares, 
And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 

So falls the stately pine, that proudly grew 
The shade and glory of the mountain's brow : 
When piere'd by blasts and spouting clouds o'c 
spread 

It slowly sinking nods its tottering head, 
Part dies by winds and part by sickly rains, 
And wasting age destroys the poor remains. 

Then as the silver empress of the night, 
O'erclouded, glimmers in a fainter light, 
So frozen with age and shut from light's supplies 
In lazy rounds scarce roll his feeble eyes, 
And those fleet wings for strength and speed : 
nown'd, 

Scarce rear the' inactive lumber from the groun 

Mysterious arts a second time create 
The bird prophetic of approaching fate : 
Pil'd on a heap Sabaean herbs he lays, 
Parch'd by his sire the Sun's intensest rays; 
The pile design'd to form his funeral scene 
JFIe wraps in covers of a fragrant green, 
And bids Ms spicy heap at once become 
* grave destructive and aUfciroa^^^* 



T*AVS£AfI0*E. 



)n the rich bed the dying wonder lies, 
rioring Phoebus with persuasive cries 
dart upon him in collected rays, 
1 new create him in a deadly blase, 
"he god beholds the suppliant from afar, 
1 stops the progress of his heavenly car. 
thou (says he) whom harmless fires shall burn,} 
r age the flame to second youth shall turn, C 
infant's cradle is thy funeral urn ! j 
*i on whom Heav*n has fixtt the 9 ambiguous 
doom 

five by ruin and by death to bloom, 

f life, thy strength, thy lovely form renew, 

I with fresh beauties doubly charm the view P 

hus speaking, midst the aromatic bed, 

olden beam he tosses from his head; 

ft as desire the shining ruin flies, 

I straight devours the willing sacrifice, 

hastes to perish in the fertile fire, 
c into strength, and into life expire. 

1 flames the circling odours mount on high, 
fume the air and glitter in the sky ; 

: moon and stars amaz'd, retard their flight, 
I Nature startles at the doubtful sight ! 
whilst the pregnant urn with fury glows, 
goddess labours with a mother's throes, 
joys to cherish in the friendly flames 
: noblest product of the skill she claims, 
he' enlivening dust its head begins to rear, 
I on the ashes sprouting plumes appear ; 
he dead bird reviving vigour reigns, 
I life returning revels in his veins : 
ew-born Phoenix starting from the flame 
sins at once a son's and father's name, 
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TKAV1LATI0X8, 



And the great change of double life displays 
In the short moment of one transient blaze ! 

On his new pinions to the Nile he bends, 
And to the gods his parent urn commends, 
To Egypt bearing with majestic pride 
The balmy nest where first he hVd and died 
Birds of all kinds admire the 9 unusual sight, 
And grace the triumph of his infant flight; 
In crowds unnumbered round their chief the; 
Oppress the air, and cloud the spacious sky; 
Nor dares the fiercest of the winged race 
Obstruct his journey through the 9 ethereal s] 
The hawk and eagle useless wars forbear, 
Forego their courage, and consent to fear; 
The feathered nations humble homage bring, 
And bless the gaudy flight of their ambrosia] 
Less glittering pomp does Parthia's monarct 
Commanding legions to the dusty field, 
Though sparkling jewels on his helm abouni 
And royal gold his awful head surround, 
Though rich embroidery paint his purple ve 
And his steed bound in costly trappings dres 
Pleas'd in the battle's dreadful van to ride, 
In graceful grandeur and imperial pride. 
Fam'd for the worship of the Sun there stan 
A sacred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands, 
Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky w< 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ; 
Hither, 'tis said, he brings the precious load. 
A grateful offering to the beamy god, 
Upon whose altar's consecrated blaze 
The seeds and relics of himself he lays ; 
Whence flaming incense ma&Lea Yews^fe <. 
Ajid the gfod altars lm&ftte ^TfosmeA Swva 
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ifted smell to far Pelusium flies, 
er old ocean and enrich the skies ; 
ectar*s sweets to make the nations smile, 
»nt the sevenfold channels of the Nile, 
happy Phoenix ! Heaven's peculiar care 
de thyself thysclfs surviving heir ; 
ii thy deathless vigour is supplied, 
sinks to ruin all the world beside : 
2, not thee, assisting Phoebus burns, 
al flames light up thy funeral urns : 
er events have been thy eyes survey, 
m art fixt, while ages roll away : 
iw'st when raging ocean burst his bed, 
'd the mountains and the earth o'erspread ; 
:he rash youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
dup the skies, and scarM the deathless gods. 
Mature ceases thou shalt still remain, 
ond Chaos bound thy endless reign : 
frant laws thy happier lot shall brave, 
estruction and elude the grave. 
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LIFE OF GRANVILLE. 



GEORGE GRANVILLE, or Greenville, or Gren- 
vuTe, afterwards Lord Lansdowne, the son of Ber- 
urd Greenville, a coadjutor of Monk, and the 
frmdaoa of Sir Bevel Greenville, who fell in the 
fettle of Lansdowne, was born about 1667. He 
teatto Trinity College, Cambridge, before he was 
twelve years old ; where he n^ distinguished him- 
*df by pronouncing a copy of his own verses to the 
Dutchess of York. He hailed the accession of 
James with three short effusions ; for which he was 
praised by Waller, because Waller was praised by 
nim. Loyalty, at this time, seems to have been his 
only inspiration ; and his next poem was an incomi- 
jun upon the Earl of Peterborough's management, 
in negotiating the marriage between the Duke of 
York, and the Princess of Modena. 

Being the younger son of a younger brother, the 
English law gave him no hope of distinction by 
paternal riches; and, during the whole reign of 
King William, his voice is not heard on any occasion. 
But he was not entirely idle. He wrote the She 
Gallants, which was acted in 1696, and afterwards 
revised under the title of Once a Lover, and Always 
a Lover ; the Jew of Venice, altered from Shake- 
speare ; Heroic Love, a tragedy in 1701 ; the British 
Enchantress, a dramatic poem, in 1706; and the 
masque of Peleus and TheHs y as an accom^WMXv^\\V 
to the Jew, 
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IHI OF GBAVYILK. 



At the accession of Queen Ann, Granville*! ft* 
tunes were reversed. He received bequests m» 
his father and his uncle, the Earl of Bath; and, if 
1706, an estate devolved upon him, by the death of 
his elder brother, 8ir Bevil Granville. In the mm 
time, he was elected a member of parliament; and, 
thinking it necessary to ' do the state some service,' 
he undertook, in a translation of the Philippic*, tf 
direct the fulminations of Demosthenes against the 
head of Lewis XIV. In the ninth year of Queen Ann, 
he was made knight of the shire for Cornwall : at the 
change of the ministry, in 1710, he took the place 
of Mr. Robert Walpole, as Secretary at War; and, the 
next year, when the necessities of government pro- 
duced twelve nobles in a day, he became Lord 
Lansdowne, Baron Biddiford. The queen appointed 
him a privy counsellor and comptroller of the 
household, in 1712 ; and, the year after, he was 
made treasurer of the household. 

The accession of King George stript him of everj 
thing but his title ; and, having protested agains! 
the bill to attaint Ormond and Bolingbroke, he was 
apprehended, upon suspicion of treason, Sept. 26, 
1715, and held in the Tower, until Feb. 8, 1717 
He took his seat, once more, in parliament ; and, ii 
1719, is said to have delivered an ardent and ani 
mated speech against the repeal of the Bill to pre 
vent Occasional Conformity. In 1722, he travellec 
on the continent for the benefit of his health, or t< 
avoid his creditors : and, in order to fill up his va 
cant hours, he undertook a defence of Genera 
Monk, against the calumnies of Burnet, and of Si 
Hichard Granville, against the aspersions of Claren 
don; both of which were published on his retun 
to London. In 1732, he printed a splendid editiai 
of Ms works ; and, appearing once more at court 
presented copies to Queen CwcoYuvt «svd the Prin 
cess Ann, with verses vrrtoXeTv o\vtt&\tasfe.Vsa« 
He died Jan. 30, 1735 



Granville his written much verse; fart irtmufatm, 
ym Horace, mlmirw. He took conceit for poetry; 
d seems to have imagined!, that, to gain unmor- 
llfcj, It was qnly necessary to write nke Waller, 
afc in a multitude of efforts, he haa sometimes 
aea\ successful ; and the Progres* 0/ JUtwty, and 
hmuimnl FUgkta in Cssysafihii, may be parti- 



alarjy mentioned, as not 




in melody and 
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LORD LANSDOWNE. 



TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF 

MR. EDMUND WALLER. 

UPON HIS DEATH. 

u partaking of celestial fire, 

ts and heroes to renown aspire, 

crown'd with honour, and immortal name, 

frit, or valour, led to equal fame, I 

y mingle with the gods who breath'd the 

noble flame, 
ligh exploits, the praises that belong, 
, but as nourish'd by the poet 5 s song. j 
tree of life is sacred poetry, 
et is the fruit, and tempting to the eye ; 
f there are, who nibble without leave, 
none who are not born to taste, survive, 
aller shall never die, of life secure, 
>ng as fame or aged time endure ; 
er, the muse's darling, free to taste 
11 their stores, the master of the feast; 
like old Adam, stinted in his choice, 
ord of all the spacious paradise, 
« foes to virtue, fortune, and mankind, 
uinghis fame, once, to do justice joirfd* 
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LO*D LAXSDOWHl. 



No carping critic interrupts his praise ; 
No rival strives, but for a second place ; 
No want constraint (the writer's usual fate) 
A poet with a plentiful estate ; 
r rhc first of mortals who before the tomb 
Struck that pernicious monster, envy, dumb ; 
Malice and pride, those savages, disarm'd ; 
Not Orpheus with such powerful magic charm'< 
Scarce in the grave can we allow him more, 
Than living we agreed to give before. 
His noble muse employ 'd her generous rage 
In crowning virtue, scorning to engage 
The vice and follies of an impious age. 
No satyr lurks within this hallow'd ground, 
But nymphs and heroines, kings and go 
abound ; 

Glory, and arms, and love, is all the sound. 
His Eden with no serpent is defil'd, 
But all is guy, delicious all, and mild. 

Mistaken men, his muse of flattery blame, 
Adorning twice an impious tyrant's name ; 
We raise our own, by giving fame to foes ; 
The valour that he praised, he did oppose. 

Nor were his thoughts to poetry confin'd, 
The state and business shar'd his ample mind ; 
As all the fair were captives to his wit, 
So senates to his wisdom would submit ; 
His voice so soft, his eloquence so strong, 
Like Cato's was his speech, like Ovid's was his s( 

Our British kings are rais'd above the herse, 
Immortal made, in his immortal verse : 
No more are Mars and Jove poetic themes, 
But the celestial Charles's, and just James 
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d Pallas, all the shining race 
renly beauties, to the queen give place ; 
ike her brow, and graceful was his song, 
ke her mind, and like her virtue strong, 
it of gods, who dost to gods remove, 
art thou plac'd, and which thy seat above ? 
the god of verse, we will proclaim, 
zbus now, but Waller be his name ; 
ul bards, the sweet seraphic choir 
pledge thee their oracle and sire ; 
leres do homage, and the muses sing 
the god of verse, who was the king. 



TO MYRA* 

LOVI3TO AT FIRST SIGHT. 

ning of the* approaching flame, 
, like sudden death, it came ; 
&vellers, by lightning kill'd, 
1 the moment I beheld. 

n so many charms are placM, 
a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
9e, so shining to behold, 
with richest gems and gold. 

it thoogbt by tome to bare been Mary D' Eate AeUU»- 
no-coniort of James the Second ; and by other*, \o tone 
cetBrodenell, daughter of Lord Brudendl,fiwtt»acw*A 
of Newbargh, and secondly to Lord Belle w. 
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LOBV LAVIBOWin. 



To whit my eyes adnuVd before, 
I add & thousand graces more ; 
And fancy blows into a flame 
The spark, that from her beauty came. 

The object thus improved by thought, 
By my own image I am caught; 
Pygmalion so, with fatal art, 
Polish'd the form that stung his heart. 



TO MYBA. 

Warh'd, and made wise by others' flame, 
I fled from whence such mischiefs came ; 
Shunning the sex, that kills at sight, 
I sought my safety in my flight. 

But ah ! in vain from fate I fly, 
For first, or last, as all must die ; 
So 'tis as much decreed above, 
That first or last we all must love. 

My heart, which stood so long the shock 
Of winds and waves, like some firm rock, 
By one bright spark from Myra thrown, 
Is into flame, like powder, blown. 



save. 



Lsn ii by fancy led about ■ ' 

Ihn hope to fear, from joy todeobti 

Whom we now an angel cafl. 
Divinely graced In erery feature, 
Straight's a deform'd, a perjur'd creature ; 
Lore and nate are fancy all. 

Ik but as fancy shall present 

Objects of grief, or of content, 
| That the lover's blessM, or dies : 
: Visions of mighty pain, or pleasure, - 
!' taaginM want, raiagin'd treasure, 
All in powerful fancy lies. 



LADY HYDE* 

Whih fam'd Apelles sought to frame 

Some image of the 9 Idalian dame, 

To furnish graces for the piece, 

He summoned all the nymphs of Greece ; 

So many mortals were combin'd, 

To show how one immortal shin'd. 

Had Hyde thus sat by proxy too, 
As Venus then was said to do, 
Venus herself, and all the train 
Of goddesses, had summon'd been; 

• AIterwnidsC*intet$ of Clarendon and Rochester 
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LORD ULHSDOWVB. 



The painter must have search'd the skies, 
To match the lustre of her eyes. 

Comparing then, while thus we view 
The ancient Venus, and the new ; 
In her we many mortals see, 
As many goddesses in thee. 



1JIDY HYDE. 

iITTIXM AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER's FOB HEE 
PICTURE. 

While Kncller, with inimitable art, 
Attempts that face whose print's on every heart, 
The poet, with a pencil less confin'd, 
shall paint her virtues, and describe her mind; 
ITnlock the shrine, and to the sight unfold 
The secret gems, and all the inward gold. 
Two only patterns do the muses name, 
Of perfect beauty, but of guilty fame ; 
\ Venus and a Helen have been seen, 
Both perjur'd wives, the goddess and the queen: 
In this, the third, are reconcil'd at last 
Those jarring attributes of fair and chaste, 
With graces that attract, but not ensnare, 
Divinely good, as she's divinely fair; 
With beauty, not affected, vain, nor proud; 
With greatness, easy, affable, and good : 
Others by guilty artifice, and arts 
Of promis'd kindness, practise on our hearts ; 
With expectation blow up ; 

She fans the fire, vr\\.\w\\t own 




ft the chaste moon, she shines to all 
to Endymion is her love confinM* 
at cm el destiny on beauty waits, 
en on one face depends so many fates ! 
ig*d by honour to relieve but one, 
iappy men by thousands are undone. 



TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH, 



eaow sick, in every face we find, 



by a deluge, or the general fire. 



e lives he saves than perish in our wars, 
faster than a plague destroys, repairs, 
bold carouser, and adventurous dame, 
fear the fever, nor refuse the flame ; 



conscious shame, remorse, or piety. 



save the man whose life's so much our owi 
svhom, like Atlas, the whole world's reclin 3 
1, by restoring Garth, preserve mankind. 
* Apollo, god of poetry and physic . . 



IN HIS SICKNESS* 



danger is the danger of mankind ; 




ire* of all arts, defend thy darling son ; 
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TO MRS. 

or wottoh tv lucinroiAwmi \ Arrow*! 

LAST COJTWAT. 

Lovs, like a tyrant whom no law* constrain, 
-Now for some ages kept the world in pain ; 
Beauty, by vast destructions got renown, 
And lovers only by their rage were known ; 
But Granville, more auspicious to mankind, 
Conquering the heart, as much instructs the mine 
Bless'd in the fate of her victorious eyes, 
Seeing, we love ; and hearing, we grow wise ; 
So Rome for wisdom, as for conquest fam'd, 
Improv'd with arts, whom she by arms had tam'd. 
Above the clouds is placed this glorious tight, 
Nothing lies hid from her inquiring sight; 
Athens and Rome for arts restored rejoice, 
Their language takes new music from her voice; 
Learning and love, in the same seat we find, 
So bright her eyes, and so adorn'd her mind. 

Long had Minerva governed in the skies, 
But now descends, confessed to human eyes; 
Behold, in Granville, that inspiring queen, 
Whom learned Athens so adorM unseen. 



SONG TO MYRA. 

Why, cruel creature, why so bent 

To vex a tender heart ? 
To gold and title you relent, 

Love throws in vainhia &*r\. 



S£L£CT POiMS. 



in 



: glittering fools in courts be great ; 
? or pay let$armies move ; 
uity shall haye no other bait 
tut gentle vows, and love. 

>n those endless charms you lay 
The value that's their due ; 
gs are themselves too poor to pay, 
I thousand worlds too few. 

: if a passion without vice, 
Vithout disguise or art, 
, Myra! if true love's your price, 
tehold it in my heart. 



MYRA SINGING. 

i syrens, once deluded, vainly charm'd, 

id to the mast, Ulysses sail'c! unharm'd ; 

d Myra's voice entic'd his listening ear, 

e Greek had stop'd and would have died to hear. 

ien Myra sings, we seek the' enchanting sound, 

i bless the notes that do so sweetly wound. 

at music needs must dwell upon that tongue, 

tose speech is tuneful as another's song ; 

:h harmony ! such wit ! a face so fair ! 

many pointed arrows who can bear ! 

10 from her wit, or from her beauty flies, 

fith her voice she overtakes him, dies. 

ike soldiers, so in battle we succeed, 

i peril 'scaping, by another bleed ; 

r ain the dart or glittering sword we shun, 

demn'd to perish by the slaughtering gvm. 
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IiOBD UJTSDOWSX. 



TO THE 

COUNTESS OF JYEWBURGH, 

TfTSISTlWG EABNESTLT TO BE TOLD, WHO I XEJlET IT 
MTBJk. 

With Myra*s charms, and my extreme despair, 
Long had my muse amaz'd the reader's ear : 
My friends, with pity, heard the mournful wand, 
And all inqinVd from whence the fetal wound? 
The' astonish'd world beheld an endless flame, 
Ne'er to be quench'd, unknowing 1 whence 'H came: 
So scatterM fire from scorch'd Vesuvius flies, 
Unknown the source from whence those flames 
arise : 

Egyptian Nile so spreads its waters round, 
O'erflowing far and near, its head unfbund. 

Myra herself, touch'd with the moving song, 
Would needs be told to whom those plaints belong. . 
My timorous tongue, not daring to confess, 
Trembling to name, would fain have had her guesr. 
Impatient of excuse, she urges still, 
Persists in her demand, she must, she will; 
If silent, I am threaten'd with her hate ; 
If I obey — Ah ! what may be my fete ? 
Uncertain to conceal, or to unfold, 
She smiles — the goddess smiles — and I grow bold. 

My vows to Myra, all were meant to thee, 
The praise, the love, the matchless constancy. 
9 Twbs thus of old, when all the' immortal dames 
Were grac'd by poets, eu&k vnfltL%ws»i names ; 
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• Venus, Cytherea was invoked; 

ars for Pallas, to Tritonia smok'd. 

:h names were theirs j and thou the most divine, 

st lov'd of heavenly beauties — Myra's thine. 



TO MTRA. 

>o calm and, so serene, but now, 

iVhat means this change on Myra's brow ? 

r anguish love now glows and burns, 

en chills and shakes, and the cold fit returns. 

lock'd with deluding looks and smiles, 

When on her pity I depend, 
fy airy hope she soon beguiles, 
i laughs to see my torments never end. 

lo up the steepy hill, with pain, 
Pbe weighty stone is roll'd in vain, 
rich, having touch'd the top, recoils, 
i leaves the labourer to renew his toils. 



TO MYRA. 

rr in a labyrinth of doubts and joys, 
torn now her smiles reviv'd, her scorn destroys : 
i will, and she will not ; she grants, denies, 
isents, retracts, advances, and then flies ; 
Droving, and rejecting in a breath, 
v proffering mercy, now presenting death. 
P2 # 
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LORD LAKSDOWHE. 



Thus hoping, thus despairing, never sure ; 
How various are the torments I endure ! 
Cruel estate of doubt ! Ah, Myra, try 
Once to resolve— or let me live, or die. 



TO MYRA. 

Prepared to rail, resolv'd to part, 
When I approach'd the perjurM fair, 

What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why does my tongue forbear? 

With the least glance, a little kind, 
Such wondrous power have Myra's charms, 

She calms my doubts, enslaves my mind, 
And all my rage disarms. 

Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When gazing on that form divine, 

Her injur'd vassal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her slave repine. 



Coriitoa, in the bloom of youth, 

Was coy to every lover, 
Regardless of the tenderest truth, 

No soft complaint could move her. 

Mankind was her's, all at her feet 
Lay prostrate and adoring : 

The witty, handsome, t\<&> qpfttt* 
In vain alike lmplotovg. 



grown old, she would repaid 
a of time, and pleasure - p 
ing eyes, and wanton air, 
f every gazer. 

t a summer flower, that dies 
ie first weather's changing ; 

like the swallow, flies 
in to sun still ranging, 

this example move 
olish heart to reason : 
he proper time for love, 
s is virtue's season. 



ADIEU V AMOUR. 

my chains, and thraldom cease 
1 joy, I'll live at least in peace ; 
the pleasures of an hour, 
rt endure an age of pain, 
i abject thing no more, 
ive me back my heart again. 

rmented first my breast, 
lood, a more cruel guest ; 
he peace of humankind, 
jen longer true, or sooner kind 
stice, or with mercy reign, 
• give me back my heart again. 
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LO&O LXS8BOWMC. 



LOVE. 

To love, is to be doom'd on earth to feel 
What after death the torturM meet in hell ; 
The vulture, dipping- in Prometheus* side 
His bloody beak, with his torn liver dyM, 
Is love ; the stone that labours up the hill, 
Mocking the labourer's toil, returning still, 
Is love : those streams where Tantalus is cvus't 
To sit, and never drink, with endless thirst: 
Those loaden boughs that with their burden b 
To court his taste, and yet escape his hand, 
All this is love ; that to dissembled joys 
Invites vain men, with real grief destroys. 



MEDITATION av DEATH. 

Exottgh, enough, my soul, of worldly noise, 

Of airy pomps, and fleeting joys ; 
What does this busy world provide at best, 

But brittle goods that break like glass, 
But poison'd sweets, a troubled feast, 
And pleasures like the winds that in a moment \ 
Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give, 
And study how to die, not how to live. 

flow frail is beauty ! Ah, how vain, 

And how short-liv'd those glories are, 
That vex our nights and days with pain, 

AjkI break our hearts with care ! 
In dust we no distmctVow stie, 
Such Helen is ; such, Mjra, twm&A* 
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short is life ! why will vain courtiers toil, 
i crowd a vainer monarch, for a smile ? 
lat is that monarch, but a mortal man, 
i crown a pageant, and his life a span ? 
th all his guards, and his dominions, lie 
ist sicken too, and die as well as we. 

ose boasted names of conquerors and kings 
e swallow'd, and become forgotten things ; 
e destin'd period men in common have, ~\ 
e great, the base, the coward, and the brave, C 
I food alike for worms, companions in the grave, j 
* prince and parasite together lie, 
fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high. 



ESSJT 

UPON UNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY. 

when some image of a charming face 

living paint, an artist tries to trace, 

carefully consults each beauteous line, 

justing to his object his design, 

; praise the piece, and give the painter fame, 

: as the just resemblance speaks the dame. 

is are limners of another kind, 

copy out ideas in the mind ; [shown, 

rds are the paint by which their thoughts are 

I nature sits the object to be drawn ; 

s written picture we applaud or blame, 

as the due proportions are the same. 

Tho, driven with ungovernable fire, 

oid of art, beyond these bounds aspire, 



ITS 



10BB JLUmQOWJU. 



Gigantic forum, and monstrous births aloae 
Produce, which nature, shock'd, disdain* to c 
By true reflection I would see my face, 
Why brings the fool a magnifying glass? 
(1) 'But poetry in Action takes delight, 
And mounting in bold figures out of sight, 
Leaves truth behind, in her audacious flight: 
Fables and metaphors, that always lie, 
And rash hyperboles that soar so high. 
And every ornament of verse must die/ 
Mistake me not : no figures I exclude, 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. 
Who would with care some happy fiction fhu 
80 mimics truth, it looks the very tame; 
Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in nature's scoi 
But meant to grace, illustrate, and adorn. 
Important truths still let your fables hold, 
And moral mysteries with art unfold. 
Ladies and beaux to please, is all the task, 
But the sharp critic will instruction ask. , 

(2) As veils transparent cover, but not hide 
Such metaphors appear when right applied; 
When through the phrase we plainly see the t 
Truth, where the meaning's obvious, will disp 
The reader, what in reason's due, believes, 
Nor can we call that false, which not deceives 

(3) Hyperboles, so daring and so bold, 
Disdaining bounds, are yet by rules control'd 
Above the clouds, but still within our sight, 
They mount with truth, and make a towering f 
Presenting things impossible to view, 

They wander through incredible to true : 
.Falsehoods thus mix'd, vre. refiii'd 

And truth, }\\* sILveT)tew«*ta& tatt&ta&K 
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"hus poetry has ample space to soar, 

"or needs forbidden regions to explore : 

uch vaunts as his, who can with patience read, 

Vho thus describes his hero slain and dead : 

4) * Kill'd as he was, insensible of death, 

le still fights on, and scorns to yield his breath/* 

Tie noisy culverin o'erchargM, lets fly, 

Ind bursts, unaiming, in the rended sky : 

I uch frantic flights are like a madman's dream, 

tad nature suffers in the wild extreme. 

The captive Canibal, weigh'd down with chains. 
tTet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, disdains, 
Df nature fierce, untameable, and proud, 
He grins defiance at the gaping crowd, 
And spent at last, and speechless as he lies, 
With looks still threatning, mocks their rage, and 
This is the utmost stretch that Nature can, [dies. 
And all beyond is fulsome, false, and vain. 

Beauty's the theme ; some nymph divinely fair 
Excites the muse : let truth be even there : 
As painters flatter, so may poets too, 
tort to resemblance must be ever true. 
(5) 'The day that she was born, the Cyprian queen 
lUd like to* have died, through envy and through 
spleen ; 

Hie Graces in a hurry left the skies, 
To have the honour to attend her eyes ; 
Knd Love, despairing in her heart a place, 
WoM needs take up his lodging- in her face.'f 
(Trough wrote by great Corneillc, such lines as these, 
•uch civil nonsense, sure could never please. 
Taller, the best of all the' inspired train, 
o melt the fair, instructs the dying swain. 
• Arhtto. + Cornell!*' 
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(6) The Roman wit,* who impiously dhrid 
His hero and his gods to different aides, 

1 would condemn ; but that, in spite of sens 
The' admiring world still stands in his defen 
How oft, alas ! the best of men in vain 
Contend for blessings, which the wont obtsi 
The gods, permitting traitors to succeed, 
Become not parties in an impious deed : 
And by the tyrant's murder, we may find 
That Cato and the gods were of a mind. 

Thus forcing truth with such preposterous 
Our characters we lessen, when we'd raise : 
Like castles built by magic art in air, 
That vanish at approach, such thoughts app 
But rais'd on truth, by some judicious hand, 
As on a rock, they shall for ages stand. 

(7) Our kingf return'd, and banish'd pe 
. The muse ran mad to see her exil'd lord ; 
On the crack'd stage the bedlam heroes roa 
And scarce could speak one reasonable wor 
Dryden himself, to please a frantic age, 
Was forc'd to let his judgment stoop to rag< 
To a wild audience he conform'd his voice, 
Complied to custom, but not en^d by choic< 
Deem then the people's, not the writer's sii 
Almansor's rage, and rants of Maximin ; 
That fury spent in each elaborate piece, 
He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Gr< 

First Mulgravet rose, Roscommon next, lis 
To clear our darkness, and to guide our flig 



* Lucira. t King Charles II 

j Karl of Mulgrave't "E*f*S wpnt ?<*ftri \ 
iMon'« upon Translated \en*« 
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ith steady judgment, and in lofty sounds, 

ley gave us patterns, and they set us bounds ; 

tie Stagyrite and Horace laid aside, 

iform'd by them, we need no foreign guide : 

Tio seek from poetry a lasting name, 

iay in their lessons learn the road to fame : 

ut let the bold adventurer be sure 

W every line the test of truth endure ; 

n this foundation may the fabric rise, 

inn and unshaken, till it touch the skies. 

From pulpits banish'd, from the court, from lore, 

oraaken truth seeks shelter in the grove ; 

Wish, ye muses ! the neglected fair, 

Ad take into your train the' tu-ndon'd wanderer. 



EXPLANATORY ANNOTATIONS 

OS THE 
FOREGOING POEM. 

(1) The poetic world is nothing but fiction ; 
'irnassus, Pegasus, and the Muses, pure imagina- 
on and chimera; but being, however, a system 
niversally agreed on, all that has or may be con- 
ived or invented upon this foundation, according 
> nature, shall be reputed as truth ; but whatso- 
rtr shall diminish from or exceed the just propor- 
ons of nature, shall be rejected as false, and pass 
•r extravagance ; as dwarfs and giants, for mon- 
ers. 

(2) When Homer, mentioning AcVuMes, lerccA 
w a lion, this is a metaphor, and tYve mwm^ \s 
r<>L. XML Q 
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obvious and true, though the literal sense be fete; 
the poet intending thereby to give his reader soar 
idea of the strength and fortitude of his hero. 
Had he said, that wolf, or that bear, this had been 
false ; by pretending an image not conformable to 
the nature and character of a hero, &c. 

(3) Hyperboles are of diverse sorts, and the 
manner of introducing them is different : some are 
as it were naturalized and established by a custom- 
ary way of expression ; as when we say, such a one 
is as swift as the wind, whiter than snow, or the 
like. Homer, speaking of Kerens, calls him beauty 
itself. Martial of Zoilus, lewdness itself. Such 
hyperboles lie indeed, but deceive us not: and 
therefore Seneca terms them lies that readily con- 
duct our imagination to truths, and have an intelli- 
gible signification, though the expression be strain- 
ed beyond credibility. Custom has likewise fami- 
liarized another way for hyperboles; for example 
by irony ; as when we say of some infamous womau, 
' she's a civil person,' where the meaning is to be 
taken quite opposite to the latter. These few 
figures are mentioned only for example sake; it 
will be understood that all others are to be used 
with the like care and discretion. 

(4) I needed not to have travelled so far for an 
extravagant flight; I remember one of British 
growth of the like nature : 

' See those dead bodies hence convey 'd with care, 
Lifr may perhaps xctunv— with change of air.' 
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boose rather to correct gently, by foreign 
es, hoping that such as are conscious of the 
cesses will take the hint, and secretly re- 
hemselres. It may be possible for some 
i to maintain rage and indignation to the 
p ; but the soul and body once parted, there 
cessarily be a determination of action. 

leunque ostendis mihi sic incredulus odi. 

lot forbear quoting on this occasion, as an 
i for the present purpose, two noble lines 
?r Main's, in the collection of the Oxford 
►rinted in the year 1643, upon the death of 
ndfather, Sir Bevil Granville, slain in the 
action at the battle of Landsdowne. The 
ter having described the fight, the soldiers 
d by the example of their leader, and en- 
t his death, thus concludes : 

he being slain, his action fought anew, 
he dead eonquerM, whilst the living slew. 

igreeable to truth, and within the compass 
e : it is thus only that the dead can act. 

>ur qu'ellc naquit, Venus bicnqu'immortelle, 
a mourir de hontc, cn la voyant si belle, 
graces a P envi descendirent des cieux 
avoir 1' honneur d'accompagner ses yeaux, 
amour, qui ne put entrer dans son courage, 
ut obstincment loger sur son visage. 

i lover's description of his mistrcsa, \yy 
yrneillc; civil, to be sure, and poWte *s 
i be. Let any body turn over W d\er, 
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he will see how much more naturally and delicti 
ly the English author treats the article of love, th 
this celebrated Frenchman. I would not, howew 
be thought by any derogatory quotation to tal 
from the merit of a writer whose reputation is ; 
universally and so justly established in all nation! 
but, as I said before, I rather choose, where ai 
failings are to be found, to correct my own com 
trymcn by foreign examples, than to provoke the! 
by instances drawn from their own writings. B 
manum est errare. 1 cannot forbear one quotatk 
more from another celebrated French author. It 
an epigram upon a monument for Francis I. Kin 
of France, by way of question and answer, which i 
English is verbatim thus : 

Under this marble, who lies buried here ? 
Francis the Great, a king beyond compare. 
Why has so great a king so small a stone ? 
Of that great king here's but the heart alone. 
Then of this conqueror here lies but part ? 
No—here he lies all — for he was all heart. 

The author was a Gascon, to whom I can proper 
oppose nobody so well as a Welchman ; for wlii< 
purpose I am further furnished from the foreme 
tioned collection of Oxford verses, with an epigra 
by Martin Lluellin upon the same subject; whi< 
I remember to have heard often repeated to I 
when I was a boy. Besides, from whence can \ 
draw better examples, than from the very seat a' 
nursery of the muses ? 



d siainythy vafiant^^ hV, j v 
eiihirc^e b*rkan*vy diddefy, > •* ^ ;< 
en now eocoropass'd round, he victor stood,* •* 
tbaBh\}hfepiimace to nV '■' 
all the purple current dryM and rfpent,' 
(bit and made the wa^ hb lnonumemV . 
ere shall the next fanifd Gran vihVs ashes sftuid? 
' jnran&ire'a fills the sea, and thine the land. ; 

» V. \ ■ , * ■ " ■ 

onot.aay tike two lajt fines, in which consists ta* 
fot 'point of the epigram, are strictly oonfan» 
sto tie role herein set down: the ward aaWaj 
sphoncally, can signify nothing^lnit>Saw/.wisia4 
ere sound, and can fill no space either e£$aa) 
en: the Welchman, howevejy must be ■Tfcwfcd 
tire outdone the Gascon. .The fallacy of. {he 
nch epigram appears at first sight j but the JStv 
ti strikes the fancy, suspends and dazzles the 
rment, and may perhaps he allowed to pass un- 
the shelter of those daring hyperboles, which, 
)resenting an obvious meaning, make their way, 
>rding to Seneca, through the incredible to true. 

>) Victrix causa Deis placuit, sed victa Catoni. 

: consent of so many ages having established the 
utation of this line, it may perhaps be presump- 
. to attack it ; but it is not to be supposed that 
t>, who is described to have been a man of rigid 
•als and strict devotion, more resembling the 

sir Richard Granville, Vice-Admiral of En gland, in the reign 
Been Elizabeth, maintained a fight with his tingle ship against 
whole Armada of Spain, consisting of fifty-three of their best 
of war. 



186 LORD LAHSDOWF*. 

gods than men, would have chosen any party in op- 
position to those gods, whom he professed to adore. 
The poet would give us to understand, that this 
hero was too righteous a person to accompany the 
divinities themselves in an unjust cause ; but to re- 
present a mortal man to be either wiser or juster 
than the Deity, may show the impiety of the writer, 
but add nothing" to the merit of the hero; neither 
reason nor religion will allow it, and it is impossible 
for a corrupt being to be more excellent than a di- 
vine. Success implies permission, and not appro- 
bation ; to place the gods always on the thriving 
side, is to make them partakers of all successful 
wickedness. To judge right, we must wait for the 
conclusion of the action ; the catastrophe will best 
decide on which side is Providence, and the vio- 
lent death of Caesar acquits the gods from being 
companions of his usurpation. 

Lucan was a determined republican, no wonder 
he was a free-thinker. 

(7) Mr. Dryden, in one of his prologues, has 

these two lines : 

* lie's bound to please, not to write well, and knows 
There is a mode in plays, as well as clothes.' 

From whence it is plain where he has exposed 
himself to the critics, he was forced to follow the 
fashion to humour an audience, and not to please 
himself. A hard sacrifice to make for present sub- 
sistence, especially for such as would have their 
writings live as well as themselves ! Nor can the 
poet, whose labours are his daily bread, be deliver- 
ed from this cruel necessity ; unless some morecer- 
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mcouragement can be provided, than the bare 
rtain profit* of a third day, and the theatre be 
jnder some more impartial management than 
irisdietion of players. Who write to live, nut 
ndably comply with their taste by whose ap- 
rtkra they subsist ; some generous prince, or 
t minister, like RkhKeu, can only find a reme- 
In his epistle dedicatory to the Spanish Friar, 
ncompmrable poet thus censures himself: 
remember some Verses of my own, WaTimm 
ttmanzor, which fljjr vengeance upon me for 
extravagance, 8cc. 'XU 1 can say for those pas* 
(Which are, 1 hope, not jnany) is, that I knew 
were bad enough, to please* even wheW I 
t them ; but r repent of diem among my sin*: 
t ahy of their fellows intrude by chance into 
resent writings, I draw a stroke over those 
ihs of the theatre, and am resolved I will 
myself no reputation by the applause of fools, 
lot that I am mortified to all ambition, but I 
as much to take it from half-witted judges, 
tiould to raise an estate by cheating of bub- 
Neither do I discommend the lofty style in 
dy, which is pompous and magnificent; but 
ng is truly sublime, that is not just and proper.* 
is may stand as an unanswerable apology for 
hyden, against his critics; and likewise for an 
sstionable authority to confirm those principles 
1 the foregoing poem pretends to lay down, 
)thing can be just and proper but what is built 
truth. 



! 

188 LOAD lansdowite. 

EPIGRAMS AJSTB CHARACTERS, &c. 

INSCRIPTION FOB A FIGURE REFRESElfTIirO THE 60D 
OF LOVE. 

Whoe'er thou art, thy lord and master see, 
Thou wast my slave, thou art, or thou shalt be. 



definition of love. 

Love is begot by fancy, bred 
By ignorance, by expectation fed, 
Destroy'd by knowledge, and, at best, 
Lost in the moment 'tis possessed. 



WOMEX. 

Women to cards may be compar'd : we play 
A round or two ; when us'd, we throw away, 
Take a fresh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 
Who cuts or shuffles with our dirty leaving. 



THE RELIEF. 

Of two reliefs to ease a love-sick mind, 
Flavia prescribes despair ; I urge, be kind : 
Flavia, be kind, the remedy's as sure, 
'Tis the most pleasant, and the quickest cure. 

8EXT TO CLARINDA WITH A NOVEL, INTITULED, 'H* 

■MALH"E\SI\.S TJTL 1? 

Haste to Clarmda, a.t\&Tevesk 
Vhatcver pains poox\o\ew fe*V, 
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that is done, then tell the fair 
endure much more for her : 
truly know love's pow'r or smart, 
ew her eyes, and read my heart. 



as the day, and like the morning fair, 
hloe is — and common as the air. 



MR. JOffJV DRYDEN, 

SEVERAL EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS OF THE 
ANCIENT POETS. 

era transplanted from a southern sky, 
dly bear, or in the raising die, 
their native sun, at best retain 
tint odour, and survive with pain : 
icient wit, in modern numbers taught, 
gthe warmth with which its author wrote, £ 
.d image, and a senseless draught, J 
ve transfuse, the nimble spjrit flies, 

1 unseen, evaporates, and dies, 
en to copy Roman wit desire, 
litate with Roman force and fire, 
ince of style, and phrase the same, 
the sparkling genius and the flame ; 

2 we conclude from thy translated song, 
so smooth, so soft, and yet so strong *, 
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Celestial poet ! soul of harmony ! ' 

That every genius was reviv*d in thee/ 

Thy trumpet sounds, the dead are raiafd tolgat, 

Never to die* and take to Heaven their flight* 

Deck'd in thy verse, as clad with rays they shine, 

AH glorified, immortal, and divine. 

As Britain in rich soil, abounding wide, 
Ffcrnish'd for use, for luxury, and pride, 
Y& spreads her wanton sails on every shore 
For foreign wealth, insatiate still of more ; 
To her own wool the silk* of AsU joins i 
And to her plenteous harvests, Indian mines : 
So Dryden, not contented with the fame 
Of his own works, though an iinmortal name,. 
To lands remote, sends forth his learned muse, 
The noblest seeds of foreign wit to choose ; 
Feasting our sense so many various ways, 
Say, is't thy bounty, or thy thirst of praise ? 
That by comparing others, all might see, 
Who most excell'd are yet excell'd by thee. » 

ODE 

OX THE PBESEirr CORRUPTION OF XAJTKIXD. 

Itucribed f the Lord Falkland. 

O Falkland ! offspring of a generous race, 
Renown'd for arms and arts, in war and peace, 
My kinsman, and my friend ! from whence this curse 
Entail'd on man, still to grow worse and worse ? 

Each age, industrious to invent new crimes, 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding times : 
But now we're so improv'd in all that's bad, 
We shall leave nothing for our sons to add. 
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?hat idol, gold, possesss every heart, 
7o cheat, defraud, and undermine, is art ; 
Irtue is folly ; conscience is a jest ; 
Leligion gain, or priestcraft at the best. 

'riendship's a cloak to hide some treacherous eml, 
'our greatest foe, is your professing friend ; n 
""he soul resign'd, unguarded, and secure, 
'he wound is deepest, and the stroke most sure. 

ustice is bought and sold ; the bench, the bar 
•lead and decide ; but gold's the* interpreter, 
'ernicious metal ! thrice accurs'd be he 
Vho found thee first; all evils spring from thee. 

>ires sell their sons, and sons their sires betray, 
Lnd senates vote, as armies fight, for pay ; 
lie wife no longer is restrain'd by shame, 
lut has the husband's leave to play the game. 

)iseas'd, decrepit, from the mix'd embrace 
ucceeds, of spurious mold, a puny race ; 
"rom such defenders what can Britain hope ? 
ind where, O liberty ! is now thy prop ? 

•ot such the men who bent the stubborn bow* 
ind learn'd in rugged sports to dare a foe : 
fot such the men who fill'd with heaps of slam 
am'd Agincourt and Cressy's bloody plain. 

[aughty Britannia then, inurM to toil, 
pread far and near the terrors of her isle ; 
rue to herself, and to the public weal, 
b Gallic gold could blunt the British steel. 
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Not much unlike, when thou in aims wert 86 
Eager for glory on the 9 embattled green, 
When Stanhope led thee through the heats of ! 
To die in purple Almanara's plain. 

The rescued empire, and the Gaul subdued, 
In Anna's reign, our ancient fame renewed; 
What Britons could, when justly rous'd to wa 
Let Blenheim speak, and witness Gibraltar. 



FORTUNE. 
epigram. 

Whex Fortune seems to smile, 'tis then I fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden mischief near : 
Us'd to her frowns, I stand upon my guard, 
And, ann'd in virtue, keep my soul preparM. 
Pickle and false to others she may be, 
T can complain but of her constancy. 

Virtutem a me, 
Fortunam ex alii* 



VERSES 

WRITTEN IX A LEAP OF THE AUTHOR'S POEMS, 
SEXTED TO Q.U£EN AXNE. 

The Mtue't laH dying Song. 
A musk expiring, who, with earliest voice, 
Made kings and queens, and beauty's charms, 
choice ; 

Now on her death-bed, this last homage pays. 
O queen ! to thee : accept her dying lays. 
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the* approach of death, the cygnet tries 

rble one note more — and singing dies. 

nighty queen ! whose powerful smile alone 

ands subjection, and secures the throne : 

tiding parties, and plebeian rage, 

uzzled loyalty for half an age ; 

ering our hearts, you end the long dispute, 

tio have eyes, confess you absolute. 

ry doctrines, even Whigs resign, 

i your person own a right divine. 

s sang the muse, in her last moments fiVd 

ti Carolina's praise — and then expired. 



.xvn. 
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PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 



The God of day descending from above, > 
Mixt with the sea, and got the queen of Love, 
Beauty, that fires the world, 'twas fit ahovld rise 
From him alone who lights the stars and skies. 
In Cyprus, long, by men and gods obeyM* ' 
The lovers toil she gratefully repaid, 
Promiscuous blessings to her slaves assign'd* 
And taught the world that Beauty should be kind. 
Learn by this pattern, all ye fair, to charm, 
Bright be your beams, but without scorching warm. 

Helen was next from Greece to Phrygia brought, 
With much expense of blood and empire sought: 
Beauty and Love the noblest cause afford, 
That can try valour, or employ the sword. 
Not men alone incited by her charms, 
But Heaven's concern'd, and all the gods take arD»« 
The happy Trojan gloriously possest, 
Enjoys the dame, and leaves to Fate the rest. 
Your cold reflections, moralists, forbear, 
His title's best who best can please the fair. 
And now the gods, in pity to the cares, 
The fierce desires, distractions, and despairs 
Of torturM men, while Beauty was confin'd, 
Resolv'd to multiply the charming kind. 



eece was the land where this bright race begun, 
d gaw a thouBand rivals to the Sun. 
ace foHowM arts, while each employM his care 
new productions to delight the fiir: • > 
bright Aspaaia Socrates retir*d, 
i wisdom grew but as his love inspired ; 
ose rocks and oaks, which such emotions felt, 
ra cruel maids whom Orpheus taught to melt ; 
sic, and songs, and every way to move 
e ravish'd heart, were seeds and plants of love, 
[he gods, entic'd by so divine a birth, 
icend from Heaven to this new heaven on Earth; 
r wit, O Mercury, *s no defence from Love ; 
r Mars, thy target; nor thy thunder, Jove. 
t mad immortals in a thousand shapes, *V 
ige the wide globe ; some yield, some suffer > 
aded, or deceivM, not one escapes. [rapes, j 
e wife, though a bright goddess, thus gives place 
mortal concubines of fresh embrace ; 
such examples were we taught to see 
e life and soul of Love, is sweet variety, 
n those first times, ere charming womankind 
Form'd their pleasures, polishing the mind, 
de were their revels, and obscene their joys, 
e broils of drunkards, and the lust of boys ; 
oebus laments for Hyacinthus dead, 
d Juno, jealous, storms at Ganymed. 
turn, my Muse, and close that odious scene, 
t stain thy verse with images unclean ; 
Beauty sing, her shining progress view, \ 
om clime to clime the dazzling light pursue, F 
:11 how the goddess spread, and how in empire f 
grew. ) 
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Let others govern, or defend the state, 
Plead at the bar, or manage a debate, 
Jn lofty arts and sciences excel, 
Or in proud domes employ their boasted skill, 
To marble and to brass such features give, 
The metal and the stone may seem to live ; 
Describe the stars, and planetary way, 
And trace the footsteps of Eternal Day : 
Be this, my Muse, thy pleasure and thy care, 
A slave to Beauty, to record the fair. 
Still wand'ring in love's sweet delicious maze, 
To sing the triumphs of some heavenly face, 
Of lovely dames, who with a smile or frown 
Subdue the proud, the suppliant lover crown. 
From Venus down to Myra bring thy song, 
To thee alone such tender tasks belong. 

From Greece to Afric, Beauty takes her flight, 
And ripens with her near approach to light : 
Frown not, ye fair, to hear of swarthy dames, 
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aims ; 
Beauty to no complexion is conhVd, 
Is of all colours, and by none dcfin'd ; 
Jewels that shine, in gold or silver set, 
As precious and as sparkling are in jet. 
Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart, 
Bounteous of love, improv'd the joy with art, 
The first who gave recruited slaves to know 
That the rich pearl was of more use than show, 
Who with lugh meats, or a luxurious draught, 
Kept love for ever flowing, and full fraught. 
Julius and Anthony, those lords of all, 
Kach in his turn present the conquered ball ; 
Those dreadful eagles that had fac'd the light 
From pole to pole, fall dazzled at her sight : 
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2*or was her death less glorious tlian her life, 
A constant mistress and a faithful wife ; 
Her dying 1 truth some generous tears would cost, 
Had not her fate inspired the World well Lost* ; 
"With secret pride the ravish'd Muses view 
The image of that death which Dryden drew. 

Pleas'd in such, happy climates, warm and bright, 
Love for some ages revell'd with delight ; 
The martial Moors in gallantry refin'd, 
Invent new arts to make their charmers kind ; 
See in the lists, by golden barriers bound, 
In warlike ranks they wait the trumpet's sound; 
Some love-device is wrought on every sword, 
And every ribbon bears some mystic word. 
As when we see the winged Winds engage, 
Mounted on coursers, foaming flame and rage, 
Rustling from every quarter of the sky, 
North, east, and west, in airy swiftness vie ; 
One Cloud repuls'd, new combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war ; 
•So when the trumpet, sounding, gives the sign, 
The justling chiefs in rude rencounter join, 
So meet, and so renew the dextrous fight, 
£ach fair beholder trembling for her knight ; 
Still as one falls, another rushes in, 
And all must be o'ercome or none can win. 
The victor, from the shining dame, whose eyes 
Aided his conqu'ring arm, receives a precious prize 
Thus flourish'dLove, and Beauty reign'd in state, 
Till the proud Spaniard gave these glories date : 
Past is the gallantry, the fame remains, 
Transmitted saf e in Dryden's lofty scenes ; 

AU foiLore;or, The World well Lost; written by Mr. Dryden. 
i*2 
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Granada* lost, beheld her pomps restored, 
\nd Almahidef, once more by kings adortL 

Love, driven thence, to colder Britain flies, 
And with bright nymphs the distant Sun supplies: 
Uomanccs, which relate the dreadful fights, 
The loves and prowess of advenfrous knights. 
To animate their rage, a kiss record, 
From Britain's fairest nymph was the reward; 
Thus ancient to Love's empire was the claim 
Of British Beauty, and so wide the fame, 
Which, like our flag upon the seas, gives law 
By right avow'd, and keeps the world in awe. 

Our gallant kings, of whom large annals prove 
The mighty deeds, stand as renown'd for lore; 
A monarch's right o'er beauty they may claim, 
Lords of that ocean from whence Beauty came. 
Thy Kosamoml, great Henry, on the stage, 
Hy a late Muse presented in our age, 
With aking hearts, and flowing eyes we view, 
While that dissembled death presents the true. 
In Hracegirdlei the persons so 'agree, 
That all seems real the spectators see. 

Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings, 
Thy captives, Edward, Fame for ever sings; 
Like thy high deeds, thy noble loves are prais'd, 
Who has to Love the noblest trophy rais'd: 
Thy statues, Venus, though by Phidias's hawL 
Design'd immortal, yet no longer stand ; 
The magic of thy shining zone is past, 
Hut Salisbury's garter shall for ever last, 

• The Conquest of Granada, written by Mr- Dryilen. 
t The part of Almahide, performed by Mrs. Eleanor G*7n. 
mistress to King Charles II. 
' A famous attrett. 
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rough the world by living 1 monurchs worn, 
e to sceptres, and does crowns adorn, 
their fame who gave these rights divine 

Love, O ! what dishonour's thine, 
queen, who sever'd that bright head* 
arm'd two mighfy monarchs to her bed ? 
a been born a man, thou hadst not err'd, 
had liv'd, and Beauty been preferrM ; 
!iat mighty magic can assuage 
s envy, and a bigot's rage ? 
J d at length, Love thut delights to smile, 
m scenes of horrorf quits our isle, 
ties the Cupids and the Graces gone, 
ve, for Love and Charles were one : 
•les he wanders, and for Charles he mourns, 
•w fierce the joy when Charles returns ! 
Barnes, with opposition pent, 

impetuous when they find a vent ; 
; torrent, bounded on his race, 
is way, rolls with redoubled pace : 
loud palace to the silent grove, 
s king's example, live and love ; 
s with diviner voices sing ; 
joice to please the godlike king, 
'aller in immortal verse proclaims 
ig court, and all the glittering dames ; 
y, Sidney*, like Achilles' sword,* 
stands, upon as sure record ; 
•st hero, and the brightest dame, 
- alike, shall have their fate the same, 

*n of Scots, beheaded by queen EKrabeth. 
ellion ; and death or king Charles I. 
Dorothy Sidney, celebrated by Mr. Waller 
Sacharisca. 
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And now my Muse, a nobler flight prepare, 
And sing so loud that Heaven and Earth may hear. 
Behold from Italy an awful ray 
Of heavenly light illuminates the day, 
Northward she bends, majestically bright, 
And here she fixes her imperial fight. " 
Be bold, be bold, my Muse, nor fear to raise 
Thy voice to her who was thy earliest praise ; 
What though the sullen Fates refuse to shine, - 
Or frown severe on thy audacious line* 
Keep thy bright theme within thy steady sight, 
The clouds shall fly before the dazzling light, - 
And everlasting day direct thy lofty flight. 
Thou who has never yet put on disguise, 
To flatter faction, or descend to vice i 
Let no vain fear thy generous ardour tame, ' 
But stand erect, and sound as loud as Fame. 

As when our eye some prospect would "pursue, 
Descending from a hill, looks round to view, 
Passes o'er lawns and meadows till it gains 
Some favourite spot, and, fixing, there remains : 
With equal rapture my transported Muse 
Flies other objects, this bright theme to choose. 

Queen of our hearts, and charmer of our sight, 
A monarch's pride, his glory and delight, 
Princess ador'd and lov'd ! if verse can give 
A deathless name, thine shall for ever live ; 
Jnvok'd where'er the British lion roars, 
Extended as the seas that gird the British shores. 
The wise immortals in their seats above, 
To crown their labours still appointed Love ; 
Phoebus enjoy'd the goddess of the sea, 
Mcldea had Omphale, James has thee. 



O happy James Mjentent thy tngh^ atari, 
GfsdpaiMftht world, lot stffl thy queen is kind, * 
To fie bet 'at whose feet more gkcy brings, 
Than fit to tread on sceptres, and on kings : 
Secure of empire in that beaoteoos breast, 
Who wetiid not give their crowns to be so blest? 
Was Helen half so fair, so fomM for joy, 
Well chose the Trojan, and Well burnt was Troy. 
Bat sfcj what strange vicissitudes of rate, 
What chance attends on every worldly state ? 
As when the skies were sack'd, the conqaerM gods, 
CompeU'd from Heaven, forsook their blest abodes* 
Wandering in woods, they hid frotn jten to den, 
* And sought their safety in the shapes of men : 
As when the wiadi with. loBdih*g1fhui&e* conspire, 
The blase increases, as they fin the fire ; 
From roof to roof the burning torrent pours. 
Nor spares the palace, nor the loftiest towers : 
Or, as the stately pine, erecting high 
Her lofty branches, shooting to the sky, 
If riven by the thunderbolt of Jove, 
Down falls at once the pride of all the grove, 
Level with lowest shrubs lies the tall head, 
That, rear*d aloft, as to the clouds was spread. 
So****** # 
But cease, my Muse, thy colours are too faint, 
Hide with a veil those griefs which none can paint; 
This Sun is set. — But see in bright array 
What hosts of heavenly light recruit the day. 
Love, in a shining galaxy, appears 
Triumphant still, and Grafton leads the stars. 
Ten thousand Loves, ten thousand several ways 
Invade adoring crowds, who die to gaze ; 
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Her eyes resistless as the Syren's voice, 
So sweet's the charm, we make our fate our choke. 
Who most resembles her let next be Barfd, 
Villiers*, for wisdom and deep jodflpneat faWd, 
Of s high race, victorious Beauty hongs , . 
To grace our courts, and captivate our kings, 

With what delight my Muse to Sandwich me»! 
Whose wit is piercing as her sparkling eyes: 
Ah ! how she mounts, and spreads her airy wing* 
And tunes her voice, when she of Ormond sings! ."■ 
Of radiant Ormond, only nt to be 
Hie successor of beauteous Ossory. 

Richmon^s title, that, but nam'd, impftes 
Majestic gi^coj^anjd victorious eyes ; . . 
Fair Villiers flrs^ihen Wgfity Stuart came, 
And Brudenel now no less adorns the name. 
Dorset already is immortal made 
In Prior's verse, nor needs a second aid. 
By Bentinck and Fair Rutenberg we find, 
That Beauty to no climate is confin'd. 

Rupert, of royal blood, with modest grace, 
Blushes to hear the triumphs of her face. 

Not Helen with St. Albans might compare: 
Nor let the Muse omit Scroop, Holms, and Hare • 
Hyde, Venus is ; the Graces are Kildare. 

Soft and delicious as a southern sky, 
Are Dash wood's smiles ; when Darnleyf frowns ve 
die. 

Careless, but yet secure of conquest still, 
Lu'soM unaiming, never fails to kill ; 

* Connten of Orkney. 

t Lady Catharine Darntey, duchew of Buckingham. 
J Lady Gower. 
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of pride to captivate, or shine, 
ithout art, she wounds without design : 
idham like a tyrant throws the dart, 
?s a cruel pleasure in the smart, 
' the ravage that her beauties make, 
in wounds, and kills for killing sake ; 
r the dominion of her eyes, 
:s fight for glory, not for prize, 
rilful Muse's earliest care has been 
se of never-fading Mazarine ; 
t* and his theme, in spite of Time, 
• young, enjoy an endless prime, 
inns so numerous Myra does surprise, 
:r knows not by which dart he dies ; 
the volley, and the wound so sure, 
t can save, no remedy can cure, 
lawning in her infancy of light, 
nother Brudenel, heavenly bright, 
fulfil the glories of her line, 
Love's empire in that race divine, 
'ouldmy Muse to Cecil* bend her sight, -\ 
s astonished from the dazzling light, £ 
:s attempt to climb the steepy flight. J 
Her ! like thy pictures were my song, 
:e thy paint, and like thy pencil strong ; 
tatchless beauties should recorded be, 
1 in my verse, as in thy Gallery.§ 

?ur St. Erremont. 

dolyneux. 

Unelagh. 

r tilery of Beauties |?n Hampton-Court, drawn by *fr 
neller. 
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LIFE OF YALDEN. 



>MAS YALDEN was bom at Exeter in 1671. 
90, he became a commoner, and the next 
a scholar, in Magdalen Hall, Oxford. The 
lent happened to be one day present, when 

his turn to deliver a declamation; and, being 
: with the comparative excellence of the 
>sition, he suspected it to have been stolen, 
itermined to watch the thief. His suspicions 
not removed, by detecting Yalden at work in 
>rary ; but, that he might not bring him to 

without the fullest proof, he set him a task, 
eked the door. Yalden had just been reading 
tfie very subject given ; and he produced an 

which so pleased Dr. Hough, that his dis- 
• was turned into generosity. Yalden was the 
ite of Addison at College ; and, though they 
ards disagreed about politics, they continued 
s through life. 

en king William took Namur, Yalden wrote 
e, or rather borrowed one from Congreve. 
eath of the duke of Gloucester again awaken- 
muse. In 1700, he became a fello^ of col- 
and, not long after, was chosen lecturer on 
philosophy. Entering into orders, he was 
ited with a vicarage in Warwickshire ; which 
igned in 1708. He wrote veTaes oi\\.Yvfcw> 
of queen Anne ; and, in 1706, Yve> \>c< 
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chaplain to the duke of Beaufort. Being made 
doctor of divinity in the following year, he resigned 
his fellowship and lecture; and, in return, was ap- 
pointed rector of two places in Hertfordshire, and 
received the sinecures of three others in Devon- 
shire. 

Little more is known of Yalden until the detec- 
tion of Atterbury's plot ; when every loyal subject 
was upon the alert to hunt out the conspirators ; 
and, as our author was acquainted with the bishop, 
and familiar with his secretary, they seized him and 
his papers. After a scrupulous examination of the 
latter, they were fortunate enough to find the wards 
thorough-paced doctrine in a leaf of his pocket- 
book ; and, supposing, that so novel an expression 
could mean nothing but treason, they called upon 
Yalden to give an account of it. The truth was, 
that, during the reign of queen Anne, he went to 
hear a sermon from one Daniel Burges; who, 
among other warnings, told his hearers ' to beware 
of thorough-paced doctrine, that doctrine, which, 
coming in at one ear, paces through the head, and 
goes out at the other.' He noted the expression in 
his pocket-book as something new ; and there it 
had ever since remained. This explanation satis- 
fied the examiners ; our author was set at liberty ; 
and nothing afterwards occurred in his life, which 
has been deemed worthy of mention. He died on 
the 16th of July, 1736. 

There is no distinct character in Yalden's poe- 
try ; for what he wrote was chiefly in imitation of 
what others had written. His pattern was Cow- 
ley; but it was only Cowley in his pindarics. The 
latter had written a Ily.mx to Ught and Yalden's 
best effort is a I(y>nn to Darkness. 
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AGAINST IMMODERATE GRIEF. 

TO A YOU2TG LADY WEEPING. 

An Ode in Imitation «f Casimere. 

on© mournful sighs, or floods of tears, prevent 

The ills unhappy men lament : 

Could all the anguish of my mind 
lemove my cares, or make but fortune kind ; 

Soon I'd the gTateful tribute pay, 

And weep my troubled thoughts away : 
'o wealth and pleasure every sigh prefer, 
.nd more than gems esteem each falling tear. 

ut, since insulting cares are most inclin'd 
To triumph o'er the' afflicted mind ; 
Since sighs can yield us no relief, 

nd tears, like fruitful showers, but nourish grief ; 
Then cease, fair mourner, to complain, 
Nor lavish such bright streams in vain : 

ut still with cheerful thoughts thy cares beguile, 

nd tempt thy better fortunes with a smile. 

he generous mind is by its sufferings known, 
Which no affliction tramples down \ 
S2 
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But when oppress'd will upward move, 
Spurn down its clog- of cares, and soar above. 
Thus the young royal eagle tries 
On the sun-beams his tender eyes, 
And, if he shrinks not at the* offensive light, 
He's then for empire fit, and takes his soaring flight 

Though cares assault thy breast on every side, 
Yet bravely stem the' impetuous tide : 
No tributary tears to fortune pay, 

Nor add to any loss a nobler day ; 

But with kind hopes support thy mind, 
And think thy better lot behind : 

Amidst afflictions let thy soul be great, 

And show thou dar'st deserve a better state. 

Then, lovely mourner, wipe those tears away, 
And cures that urge thee to decay; 
Like ravenous age thy charms they waste, 

Wrinkle thy youthful brow, and blooming beautif 
But keep thy looks and mind serene ; [bias 
All gay without, all calm within ; 

For fate is :iwM, and adverse fortunes fly 

A cheerful look, and an unconquerM eye. 



urM.v to mi: morjmjtg. 

IS PIIAISE OF LIGHT. 

1'arrct of day ! whose beauteous beams of light 
Spring from the darksome womb of night, 
And midst their native horrors show, 

Like gems adorning of the negro's brow ; 
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Heaven's fair bow can equal thee, 
11 its gaudy drapery, 
st essay of light, and pledge of day ! 
ler'at in the sun, and still prepar'st its way. 

shade, eternal spring of light ! 

»u art the genuine source of it ; 

m thy bright unexhausted womb, 

uteous race of days and seasons come. 

- beauty ages cannot wrong, 

, spite of time, thou'rt ever young ; 

: alone Heaven's modest virgin light, 

ice a veil of blushes hides from human sight. 

oe fair bride thou risest from thy bed, 
I dost around thy lustre spread ; 
und the universe dispense 
to all, and quickening influence, 
h gloomy smiles thy rival night 
olds thy glorious dawn of light; 
he wealth she views in mines below 
;h thy brighter beams, or equal lustre show. 

pproach, Nature erects her head, 

: smiling universe is glad ; 

: drowsy earth and seas awake, 

m thy beams, new life and vigour take : 

en thy more cheerful rays appear, 

n, guilt and women cease to fear : 

despair, and all the sons of night 

efore thy beams, and take their hasty flight. 

, the grateful east their altars raise, 
I sing with early hymns thy praise $ 
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Tliou dost their happy soil bestow, 
Enrich the heavens above, and earth below : 
Thou risest in the fragrant east, 
Like the fair phoenix from her balmy nest : 
■ No altar of the gods can equal thine, [shrine ! 
The air's thy richest incense, the whole land thy 

But yet thy fading glories soon decay, 

Tlunc's but a momentary stay ? 

Too soon thou'rt ravish'd from our sight, 
Borne down the stream of day, and overwhelm^! 
with light. 

Thy beams to their own ruin haste, 

They're fram'd too exquisite to last : 
Thine is a glorious, but a short-liv'd state, 
Pity so fair a birth should yield so soon to fate ! 

Before the' Almighty artist fram'd the sky, 

Or gave the earth its harmony, 

His first command was for thy light ; 
He view'd the lovely birth, and blessed it : 

In purple swaddling bands it struggling lay, 

Not yet maturely bright for day : 
Old Chaos then a cheerful smile put on, [own. 
And, from thy beauteous form, did first presage its 

' J.ct there be light !' the great Creator said; 
His word the active child obey'd : 
Night did her teeming womb disclose; [rose. 

And then the blushing morn, its brightest offspring, 
Awhile the Almighty wondering view'd, 
And then himself pronoune'd it good : 

•"With night (said he) divide the' imperial sway; 

Thou my first labour art, and thou shalt bless the 
day. 1 
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^ JIYMN TO DARKNESS. 

^ **<Ukwkss ! thou first great parent of us all, 
» Thou art our great original : 

♦ Since from thy universal womb [come, 

^oes all thoujmad'st below, thy numerous offspring, 

"Thy wondrous birth is ev'n to time unknown, 
i Or, like eternity, thou'dst none ; 

Whilst light did its first being owe 
Xltfto that awful shade it dares to rival now. 

Sty, in what distant region dost thou dwell, 

To reason inaccessible ? 

From form and duller matter free, 
Thou soar'st above the reach of man's philosophy. 

InvolvM in thee, we first receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death : 
Great monarch of the grave and womb, 

Where'er our souls shall go, to thee our bodies come. 

The silent globe is struck with awful fear, 
When thy majestic shades appear : 
Thou dost compose the air and sea, 

And earth a sabbath keeps, sacred to rest and thee 

In thy serener shades our ghosts delight, 
And court the umbrage of the night : 
In vaults and gloomy caves they staraty, 
But By the morning's beams, and s\ck.tv\aX.^afc 
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Though solid bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brightest ray admit; 
No substance can thy force repel, [dwell. 

Thou reign'st in depths below, dost in the centre 

The sparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 
To thee their beauteous lustre owe ; 
Though form'd within the womb of night, 

Bright as their sire they shine with native raj's a 
light. 

When thou dost raise thy vencreable head, 
And art in genuine night array *d, 
Thy negro beauties then delight : [brighl 

Beauties, like polish'd jet, with their own darknes 

Thou dost thy smiles impartially bestow, 
And know'st no difference here below : 
All things appear the same by thee, 

Though light distinction makes, thou giv'st equalit; 

Thou, Darkness, art the lover's kind retreat, 
And dost the nuptial joys complete ; 
Thou dost inspire them with thy shade, 

Giv'st vigour to the youth, and warm 'st the yieldii: 
maid. 

Calm as the bless'd above the anchorites dwell, 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell: 
Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'd : 

The pleasures light deny, thy shades for ever yiel 

In caves of night, the oracles of old 

Did all their mysteries unfold ; 

Darkness did first religion grace, 
Gave terrors to tive $o<\, a&d werence to the plac 
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Vhen the Almighty did on Horeb stand, 
Thy shades enclos'd the hallow'd land ; 
In clouds of night he was array'd, 

,nd venerable darkness his pavillion made. 

Then he appeared, arm'd in his pow'r and might, 

He veil'd the beatific light ; 

When terrible with majesty, 
1 tempests he gave laws, and clad himself in thee. 

re the foundation of the earth was laid, 

Or brighter firmament was made ; 

Ere matter, time, or place, was known, 
hou, monarch Darkness ! sway'dst these spacious 
realms alone. 

ut now the moon (though gay withborrow'd light) 
Invades thy scanty lot of night : 
By rebel subjects thou'rt betray'd, 

lie anarchy of stars depose their monarch shade. 

et fading light its empire must resign, 
And nature's power submit to thine : 
An universal ruin shall erect thy throne, 

nd fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy Otw. 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

*CPFOSEI> TO BE SPOKEN BT AS IHCCftE. 

f/i Imitatwnof t fx Sermd Chapter ^ the Wl^km^f S9knm. 
(to the lord hunsdof.) 
A PINDARIC ODE. 

Tn ex will penurious heaven no more allow ? 

No more on its own darling 1 man bestow ? 
Is it for this he lord of all appears, 

And his great Maker's image bears ! 

To toil beneath a wretched state, 

Oppress'd with miseries and fate ; 

Beneath his painful burden groan, 
And in this beaten road of life drudge on ! 

Amidst our labours, we possess 

No kind allays of happiness ; 

No softening joys can call our own, 

To make this bitter drug go down ; 

Whilst death an easy conquest gains, 
And the insatiate grave in endless triumph reigns. 
AVith throes and pangs into the world we come, 

The curse and burden of the womb : 

Nor wretched to ourselves alone, 
Our mother's labours introduce our own. 
la cries and tears our infancy we waste, 

Those sad prophetic tears that flow 

By instinct of our future woe : 
And eVi\ our dawiv crtYife m\k swrows overcast 
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Thus we toil out a restless age. 
Each his laborious part must have, 
Down "from the monarch to the slave, 
Ut o'er this farce of life, then drop beneath the 
stage. 

From our first drawing vital breath, 
From our first starting from the womb, 
Until we reach the destin'd tomb, 
Ve all are posting on to the dark goal of death. 
Life like a cloud that fleets before the wind, 
To mark no kind impression, leaves behind, 
Tis scatterM like the winds that blow, 
boisterous as them, full as inconstant too, 
'hat know not whence they come, nor where 
they go. 

Here we're detain'd awhile, and then 
Bfjpome originals again ? 
Tim? shall a man to his first self restore, 
.nd make him entire nothing, all he was before. 
No part of us, no remnant, shall survive ! 
And yet we impudently say, we live ! 
No ! we but ebb into ourselves again, 
ind only come to be, as we had never been. 

ay, learned sage, thou that art mighty wise ! 

Unriddle me these mysteries : 

What is the soul, the vital heat, 

That our mean frame does animate ? 

What is our breath, the breath of man, 
That buoys his nature up, and does ev'n life sustain ' 

Is it not air, an empty fume, 

A fire that does itself consume ; 
Vol. XVII T 
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A warmth that in a heart is bred, 
A lambent flame with heat and motion fed f 

Extinguish that, the whole is gone, 

This boasted scene of life is done : 

Away the phantom takes its flight, 
Damn'd to a loathsome grave, and an eternal night. 

The soul, the' immortal part we boast, 

In one consuming minute's lost; 

To its first source it must repair, 
Scatter with winds, and flow with common air, 
Whilst the fall'n body, by a swift decay, 

Resolves into its native clay ; 
For dust and ashes are its second birth, [earth. 
And that incorporates too with its- great parent 

Nor shall our names our memories survive, 
Alas, no part of man can live ! 
The empty blasts of fame shall die, a 
And even those nothings taste mortality.™ 
In vain to future ages we transmit 
Heroic acts, and monuments of wit; 
In vain we dear bought honours leave, 
To make our ashes gay, and furnish out a grave. 
Ah treacherous immortality ! 
For thee our stock of youth we waste, 
And urge on life, that ebbs too fast ; 
To purchase thee with blood, the valiant fly ; 
And, to survive in fame, the great and glorious die. 
Lavish of life, they squander this estate, 

And for a poor reversion wait : 
Bankrupts and misers to themselves they grow, 
Embitter wretched life with toils and woe, 
To hoard up endless fame, they know not where 
or how. 
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Ah, think, my friends, how swift the minutes 

The present day entirely is our own, [haste ! 

Then seize the blessing ere 'tis gone : 
o-morrow, fatal sound ! since this may be our last, 
Vhy do we boast of years, and sum up days ? 

Tis all imaginary space : ' 
To-day, 4b-day, is our inheritance, 

Tis all penurious fate will give, 

Posterity '11 to-morrow live, [hence, 
ur sons crowd on behind, our children drive us 

With garlands then your temples crown, 

And lie on beds of roses down : 

Beds of roses we'll prepare, 

Roses that our emblems are ; 

Awhile they flourish on the bough, 

And drink large draughts of heavenly dew : 

Like us they smile, are young and gay, 
And, like us too, are tenants for a day, [away, 
nee with night's blasting breath they vanish swift 

Bring cheerful wine, and costly sweets prepare : 
'Tis more than frenzy now to spare : 
Let cares and business wait awhile ; 

Old age affords a thinking interval ; 

Or, if they must a longer hearing have, 

d them attend below, adjourn into the grave, 
Then gay and sprightly wine produce, 
Wines that wit and mirth infuse : 
That feed, like oil, the' expiring flame, 

ivive our drooping souls, and prop this tottering 
frame. 

That, when the grave our bodies has ingross'd, 

When virtues shall forgotten lie, 

With all their boasted piety, 
Honours and titles, like ourselves, be lost-. 
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Then our recorded vice shall flourish on, 
And our immortal riots be for ever known. 

This, this, is what we ought to do, 
The great design, the grand affair below ! 
Since bounteous nature's plac'd our steward here, 
Then man his grandeur should maintain, 
And in excess of pleasure reign, 
Keep up his character, and lord of all appear. 



AGAINST ENJOYMENT. 

We love and hate, as restless monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare invade another's right : [run, 
Yet, when through all the dangerous toils they've 
Ignobly quit the conquests they have won ; 
Those charming hopes, that made them valiant grow, 
PalPd with enjoyment, make them cowards now, 

Our passions only form our happiness, 
Hopes still enlarge, as fears contract it less : 
Hope with a gaudy prospect feeds the eye, 
Soothes every sense, does with each wish comply ; 
But false enjoyment the kind guide destroys, 
We lose the passion in the treacherous joys. 
Like the gay silk-worm, when it pleases most, 
In that ungrateful web it spun, 'tis lost. 

Fruition only cloys the appetite ; 
More does the conquest, than the prize delight . 
One victoiy gain'd, another fills the mind, 
Our restless wishes cannot be confin'd, [know. 
Like boisterous waves, no settled bounds they 
Fix'd at no point, but always ebb or flow. 

Who most expects, enjoys the pleasure most, 
Tis rais'd by wisYvea, firaftKwv lost ; 
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What moving charms each tuneful voice containi, 
Charms that through the willing ear 
A tide of pleasing raptures bear, [Ten 

And, with diffusive joys, run thrilling through o 
The listening soul does sympathise, 
And with each varied note complies: 
While gay and sprightly airs delight, 
Then free from cares, and unconfin'd, 

It takes, in pleasing ecstasiea^ts flight. 

With mournful sounds, a sadder garb it wen 
Indulges grief, and gives a loose to tears. 

Music's the language of the blessM above, 
No voice but music's can express 
The joy 8 that happy souls possess, [km 

Nor in just raptures tell the wondrous power c 

'Us nature's dialect, design'd 

To charm, and to instruct the mind. 
Music's an universal good ! 

That does dispense its joys around, 

In all the elegance of sound, 
To be by men adnuVd, by angels understood. 

Let every restless passion cease to move ! 
And each tumultuous thought obey 
The happy influence of this day, 
For music's unity and love. 
Music's the soft indulger of the mind, 

The kind diverter of our care, 
The surest refuge mournful grief can find; 
A cordial to the breast, and charm to every ear. 
Thus, when the prophet struck his tuneful ty 1 ** 
Saul's evil genius did retire ; 
In vain were remedies 
In vain all other ax\& ^ret* xane&v 
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(is hand and voice alone the charm could find, 
'o heal his body, and compose his mind. 

Sow let the trumpet's louder voice proclaim 

A solemn jubilee : 
For ever sacred let it be, 
lb skilful Jubal's, and Cecilia's name ! 

Great Jubal, author of our lays, 
Vho first the hidden charms of music found ; 

And through their airy paths did trace 

The secret springs of sound ; 

When from his hollow chorded shell 

The soft melodious accents fell, 

With wonder and delight he play'd, 
Fhile the harmonious strings his skilful hand obey'd. 

ut fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improv'd her artful lays : 
fhen to the organ she her voice did job, 

In the Almighty's praise ; 
hen choirs of listening angels stood around, 
dnnVd her art, and bless'd the heavenly sound. 

Her praise alone no tongue can reach, 

But in the strains herself did teach : 

Then let the voice and lyre combine, 

And in a tuneful concert join j 

For music's her reward and care, 
hove she enjoys it, and protects it here. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Then kindly treat this happy day, 
And grateful honours to Cecilia pay : 
To her these lov'd harmonious rites belong, 
*o her that tunes our strings, and still Vnspvt^ <W£ 
aong. 



THOMAS YALBXJT, 9. 9. 



OH THB 

BEPBZXTJWG MILTOJTS MOSE WOBES 

WITH BIB POEMS. 

(Written t* hit ParaA* U*J 

These sacred lines with wonder we peruse, 
And praise the flights of a seraphic muse, 
Till thy seditious prose provokes our rage, 
And soils the beauties of thy brightest page. 
Thus, here we see transporting scenes arise, 
Heaven's radiant host, and opening paradise ; 
Then trembling view the dread abyss beneath, 
Hell's horrid mansions, and the realms of death. 

Whilst here thy bold majestic numbers rise, 
And range the' embattled legions of the skies, 
With armies fill the azure plains of light, 
And paint the lively terrors of the fight, 
We own the poet worthy to rehearse 
Heaven's lasting triumphs in immortal verse : 
But when thy impious mercenary pen 
Insults the best of princes, best of men, 
Our admiration turns to just disdain, 
And we revoke the fond applause again. 

Like the fall'n angels in their happy state, 
Thou shar'dst their nature, insolence, and fate : 
To harps divine, immortal hymns they sung, 
As sweet thy voice, as sweet thy lyre was strung. 
As they did rebels to the* Almighty grow, 
So thou profan'st his image here below. 
Apostate bard I may not thy guilty ghost 1 
Discover, to its otto etetraX <w*i^ S 
That as they Yttwen* ^wai^WNw&X 
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TO THS MEMORY 

OF A FAIR YOUNG LADY, 1697. 

Kir black with shades this mourning vault ap- 
pears, 

i the relenting marble flows with tears ; 

ink then what griefs a parent's bosom wound, 

lose fatal loss enrich'd this hallow'd ground. 

itrew lilies here, and myrtle wreaths prepare, 

crown the fading triumphs of the fair : 

re blooming youth and charming beauties lie, 

1 earth resigns them to their native sky ; 

ce china laid for ages to refine, 

td make her body like the soul, divine. 

Unmingled may the fragrant dust remain, 
> common earth the sacred sweets profane ; 
it let her urn preserve its virgin store, 
^ste and unsullied as she liv'd before * 
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FABLES. 



THE BLIKD WOKAK UTS BSB D0CT9M. 

A "wealthy matron, now grown old, 

Was weak in every part : 
Afflicted sore with rheums and cold, 

Yet pretty sound at heart. 

But most her eyes began to fail. 

Deprived of needful light: 
Nor could her spectacles avail, 

To rectify their sight. 

Receipts she tried, she doctors fee'4, 

And spared for no advice 
Of men of skill, or quacks for need 

That practise on sore eyes. 

Salves they daub'd on, and plaisters both, 

And this and that was done : 
Then flannels, and a forehead cloth, 

To bind and keep them on. 

Her house, though small, was furnish'd neat, 

And every room did shine 
With pictures, tapestry, and plate, 

All rich, and wondrous fine. 

Whilst they kept blind the silly soul, 
Their hands found work enough ! 

They pilfer' d p\ate, aiv& ^outa^*^ stole, 
Till all was c*rr\fc& oS. 



SELECT POBMS. 

ey undam'd their patient's eyes, 
jw, '.Pray how's your sight P 
ther, * This was my advice, 
r 'twould set you right.' 

uck pig the woman star'd, 
p and down she run : 
ced house and walls quite scarM, 
ind herself undone. 

, (quoth she) your cure's my pain, 
lat are eyes to me ? 
ves and forehead cloths again, 
thing left to see.' 

The Moral. 

rM Briton, thy unhappy case, 
>atient with distemperM eyes : 
cks but nourish the disease, 
rive by treacherous advice. 

? the expensive pain, 
eighteen millions run on score : 
clap mufflers on again, 
ysic thee of eighteen more. 



THB FARMER AZTD HIS DOG. 

r elt a farmer in the west, 
•e in story told; 

ids were hrge, and flocVs tV\e\>^. 
?r lin'd a Ibid. 



Arm'd with a staff, his russet oo*4 

And Towser by his fide, 
Early and late he tunM hit throat, 

And every wolf defied. 

LovM Towser was his heart's delight, 
In cringe and fawning skilFd, 

Intrusted with the flocks by night. 
And guardian of the field. 

' Towser, (quoth he) I'm for a fait; 

Be regent in my room ; 
Pray of my tender (locks take care, 

And keep all safe at home. 

•I know thee watchful, just, and brave, 

Right worthy such a place : 
No wily fox shall thee deceive,. 
Nor wolf dare show his face.' 

But ne'er did wolves a fold infest, 

At regent Towser's rate : 
He din'd and supp'd upon the best, 

And frequent breakfasts ate. 

The Farmer oft receiv'd advice, 

And laugh'd at the report ; 
But, coming on him by surprise, 

Just found him at the sport. 

' Ingrateful beast, (quoth he) what means 
That bloody mouth and paws ? 

I know thee base, the ttea&tarous stains, 
Thy breach oi trust «bA\k«%. 
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uits of my past lave I see ; 

the halter bring ; 
lss him on that pippin tree, 
et friend Towser swing. 

re the famish'd wolf and fox, 
le'er my bounty knew : 
he guardian of my flocks, 
leckcloth is your due/ 

The Moral. 

inisters their prince abuse, 
n the subjects prey : 
;ient monarchs 'twas in use, 
id them Towser's way. 



THE OWL AND THE SUN. 

buffle-headed owl 
ning onrthe sun fell foul, 
\e it made him blind : 
is sophistry you'll guess 
of the Athenian race, 
nore modern kind. 

i was fragrant, cool, and bright, 
illustrious with his light, 
sing warmth to all : 
1 a pinnacle was got, 
g and hooting like a sot, 
** begun the brawl; 
U. U 



*D*ye hear, ynu prince of red^ac'd 
Hot-headed puppy! foe to owla! 

Why this offensive blaze ? 
Behind some cloud go sneak aside, 
Your carbuncles and rubies bide, 

And quench that flaming face. 

1 When I'm a taking the fresh air, 
Whip in my eyea you come full glare, 

And so much rudeness alio w ! 
I wonder when the modest moon 
Would serve an owl as you have done, 

Or tan and bum one so!' 

Bright Phabus snuTd at what was said* 
And cried, < *Tis web\ Sir Logger-head \ 

You've neither sense nor shame 1 
Because a blinking- fool can't bear 
An object so transcending fair, 

The sun must take the blame. 

* Shall I the universe benight, 
And rob the injur*d world of light, 

Because you rail and scowl ; 
When birds of the most abject sort 
Deride and grin you for their sport, 

And treat you like an owl !' 

The Moral 

Who libel senates, and traduce the great, 
L Measure the public good by private hate: 
f Interest's their rule of love ; fierce to oppose 

A71 whom supenoT Vflrtas xaata&^tatr. foes. .. 
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by merits, Rochester,* thus gives offence;, 
be guilty faction hates discerning sense : [find, 
his Harley,f Seymour,* Howe,§ and Mackworthjj 
rest eye-sores to the loud rapacious kind ; 
tit, whilst in holes addressing owls repine, 
right as the sun their patriot names will shine. 



THX BOAR AWD FOBIST. 

A liov, generous and brave, 

For wars renown'd, belovM in peace, 

His lands in royal bounties gave, 

Qd treasures much impaired by acts of grace. 

His ministers whole realms obtained; 
And courtiers, much inclined to want, 
j^is manors tiegM, and forfeits gsin'd, 
tth patents to confirm the royal grant. 

("he boar, to show a subject's love, 
CravM for the public good a boon, 
fcfis ancient forest to improve, 
' felling trees, and cutting timber down. 

'Alcoves and shady walks, (quoth he) 
Are laid aside, become a jest; 
Your vistos lofty, wide, and free, 
re a la mode, and only in request.' 

► Lftttreaee Hyde, Earl of Rochester, mi then Lord Lieute* 
at of Ireland. 

f" Afterwards Earl of Oxford. 

: Ch a t-It ■ Seymour, Dolce of Somerset. 

\ John Hove, £99. of fkmotu memory. 

SkrBumphteyMUkworrh. 
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The grant being passM, the ravenous boar 

A desert of the forest made : 

Up by the roots vast oaks he tore, 
And low on earth the princely cedars laid. 

This act of violence and wrong 

Alarum'd all the savage race ; 

With loud complaints to court they throng, 
Stripped of their shades, and ancient resting-place. 

With generous rage the lion shook, 

And vowM the boar should dearly pay ; 

'I hate (quoth he) a down-cast look. 
That robs the public in a friendly way. 

' Unhappy groves, my empire's pride ! 

LovM solitudes, ye shades divine ! 

The rage of tempests ye defied, 
Condemn'd to perish by a sordid swine. 

' Ye rural deities, and powers unknown, 

What can so great a loss suffice ! 

If a hung brawner will atone, 
Accept friend chucky for a sacrifice.' 

The Moral. 

The British oak's our nation's strength and pride, 
With which triumphant o'er the main we ride ; 
Insulting foes are by our navies aw.'d, 
A guard at home, our dreaded power abroad. 

Like druids then your forests sacred keep, 
Preserve with them your empire of the deep. 
Subjects their prince's bounty oft abuse, 
And spoil the public for their private use ; 
But no rapacious hand should dare deface 
The royal stotes of a 'weW-Aanftretf & chase* 
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THE FOX AST) FLIS8. 

jr Reynard strove to swim 
rent of a rapid stream, 
in the further ride ; 
he middle space was past, 
ng eddy caught him fast, 
rove him with the tide. 

in efforts and straggling spent, 

wn'd, yet forc'd to be content, 

Sen a soaking lay; 

e kind ebb should set him free, 

;e restore that liberty 

r ares had took away. 

i of half-starvM haggard flies, 

y seiz'd the floating prize, 

ring hunger led; 

ny a curse and bitter groan, 

t his sides, and wish'd them gone, 

; plenteously they fed. 

-hog saw his evil plight ; 
with compassion at the sight, 
he, * To show I'm civil, 
i those swigging dogs away, 
thy blood remorseless prey, 
;nd them to the devil.' 

rteous sir,' the Fox replied, , 
m infest and gore my hide, 
heir insatiate thirst ; 
uch fatal wounds sustain, 
»ld some pleasure, midst the pain, 
the blood-hounds burst.' 
U 2 
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Hie Moral; from Nottvadaimi* . 



* Le sang du Juste £ Londres fera faute 
Brusser par feu/ &£. 

Thus guilty Britain to her Thames complains, 
* With royal blood defil'd, O cleanse my stains! 
plagues arise ! whence dii 
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< In vain, (saith Thames) the Regicidal breed 
Will mm again; by them thy land shall bleed: 
£ 1 but so just Heaven decreed ! 
reasures drain* 
Betray her monarch, and her church prophage ; 

with blood .he U,che, 

Or Tyburn add the second to the first.' 



POETICAL WORKS 



MATTHEW GREEK 



A LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 



EZEKIEL SAN FORD. 



I 



LIFE OF GREEN. 



THEW GREEN, the descendant of a re- 
>le family, was born in 1696. His parents 
ed to the dissenters ; and, growing disgusted 
tie precision and formality of that sect, he 
to have abandoned religion altogether. He 
or some time, a post in the custom-house ; 
ien, among the reforms of that establish- 
i weekly stipend, to supply cats with milk, 
tiered to be abolished, it is related upon 
utable authority,'* that he prevented the 
e, by writing a poetical memorial from them \ 
superintendent.! He found occasional lei- 
employ his pen upon other things than the 
in the books of the custom-house ; and The 
the longest and best of his poems, was writ- 
ntervals, and published soon after his death, 

this poem,' says Mr. Melmoth, * there are 
riginal thoughts thrown together than I have 

mer's Poets, vol. xv. p. 158. 

f were probably kept to cure the spleen; and seem to 
a great favourites with our author:— 
Monkeys have been 

Extreme good doctors for the spteen*, 

And kitten, if the humour bit, 

Has harlequin 1 * away the fit. The Spleen. 
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ever read in the same compass of lines.' We shall 
not deny it this recommendation ; but originality 
must not be taken for excellence ; nor is there any 
secret in producing new thoughts, when the writer 
undertakes to sing the virtues of water-gruel, ron! 
wash, and small beer. Yet, amidst considerable 
vulgarity, and not a little irreligion and licentious- 
ness, we may safely give to Green the praise of 
treating a novel subject with much vivacity and 
humour. He was himself a hypochondriac; and 
his specifics for the spleen are generally drawn 
from his own experience. 



I 



THE SPLEEN. 

JJT miTLB 

TO MB. CUTBBERT JACKSOJf. 



i motley piece to you I tend, 
> always v^re'afiutlilul friend; ^ 
3, if disputes should happen hence, 
best explain the author's sense 9 

, anxious for the public weal, 

what I sing-, so often feel. 

le want of method pray excuse, 

wing for a vapour'd Muse ; 

to a narrow path confin'd, # 

re in by rules a roving mind. 

ie child is genuine, you may trace 

■ughout the sire's transmitted face. 

ing is stol'n : my Muse, though mean, 

s from the spring she finds 'within ; 

rainly buys what Gildon* sells, 

c buckets for dry wells. 

tiool-helps I want, to climb on high, 

:e all the ancient treasures lie, 



• GiklaD published a Complete Art of Poetry. 
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And there unseen commit a theft 

On wealth, in Greek exchequer* left. 

Then where? from whom? what can I steal, • 

Who only with the moderns deal ? 

This were attempting td put on 

Raiment from naked bodies won:* 

They safely sing before a thief; 

They cannot give who want relief; 

Some few excepted, names weH known, 

And justly kuirell'd with renown, 

Whose stamp of genius marks their ware, 

And theft detects : of theft beware ; 

From Moref so lash'd, example fit, 

Shun petty larceny in wit. 

First know, my friend, I do not mean 
To write a treatise on the Spleen ; 
Nor to prescribe when nerves convulse ; 
Nor mend the alarum watch, your pulse. 
If I am right, your question lay, 
What course I take to drive away 
The day-mare Spleen, by whose false pleas 
Men prove mere suicides in ease; 
And how I do myself demean, 
J n stormy world to live serene. 

When by its magic-lantern Spleen 
With frightful figures spread life's scene, 
And threatening prospects urg*d my fears, 
A stranger to the luck of heirs ; 

* ' A painted rest Prince Vortiger had oa, 
Which from a naked Pict his gnndrire won.' 

Homarcft BriUth Prison. 

t James More Smith, Eiq. See Doncfcd, B. ii. L 50. aad the 
notes, where the cVtcum»x»j«e* <£ ^ \xvEMttSson here aUaied t» 
■re very Cutty exn\aYoie&. 



nuwnsur. til 

i» some quiet to restore, 

i part was substance, shadow more ; 

Spleen's dead weight though heavy grown, 

s rough tide I sunk not down, 

am, till Fortune threw a rope, 

at on bladders fill'd with hope. 

rays choose the plainest food 

nd viscidity of blood. 

rater-gruel, healing power, 

j access to the poor ; 

sip love's confessors implore, 

actors secretly adore ; 

se I fly, by thee dilute — 

gh veins my blood doth quicker shoot, 

y swift current, throws off dean 

3 particles of Spleen. 

ver sick by drinking grow, 

;ep myself a cup too low, 

ildom Chloe's lodgings haunt, 

y of spirits which I want. 

ting I reckon very good 

ice the nerves, and stir the blood : 

ter no field honours itch, 

by leaping hedge and ditch. 
Spleen lies soft relax'd in bed, 
r coal-fires inclines the head, 
a's sons, with hound and horn, 
ovial cry, awake the morn. 

see her from the dusky plight, 
'd by the* embraces of the night, 
rural wash redeem her face, 
rove herself of Titan's race, 
nounting in loose robes the skies, 
light and fragrance as she flies. 

XVJL X 
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Then hone and hound fierce joj display, 
Exulting at the Hark-away, 
And in pursuit o'er tainted ground, 
From lungs robust field-notes resound. 
Then, as St. George the dragon slew, , 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view* 
While all their spirits are on wing, 
And woods, and hills, and Tallies ling. 

To cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen; 
$ome recommend the bowling-green ; , 
Some, hilly walks ; all, exercise ; 
Fling but a stone, the giant dies. 
Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been . 
Extreme good doctors for the Spleen; 
And kitten, if the humour hit, 
Has harlequin'd away the fit. 

Since mirth is good in this behalf, 
At some partic'lars let us laugh. 
Witlings, brisk fools, curs'd with half sense, 
That stimulates their impotence ; 
Who buz in rhyme, and, like blind flies, 
Err with their wings, for want of eyes, 
Poor authors worshipping a calf, 
Deep tragedies that make us laugh, 
A strict dissenter saying grace, 
A lecturer preaching for a place, 
Folks, things prophetic to dispense, 
Making the past the future tense, 
The popish dubbing of a priest, 
Fine epitaphs on knaves deceas'd, 
Green-apron'd Pythonissa's rage, 
Great iEsculapius on his stage, 
A miser starving to be rich, 
The prior of Newgate** dym^ i^catftu 
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irM widow's ritual state, 

ws disputing Ute a t£te, 

aanacs compcVd by seen, 

aents on felons' eats, 

\d prudes, who ceaseless ply 

>erb muscle of the eye, 

it's April-weather face, 

nborough-mayor behind his mace, 

s in military shew, 

ereign for the case in view. 

een-fogs rise at close of day, "\ 

ay evening 1 with a play, C 

me concert take my way : . J 

npany, the shine of lights, ~\ 

nes of humour, music's flights, C 

tnd set the soul to rights. J 

moving pictures, well-wrought plays, 

rs' grief attention raise : 

hile the tragic fictions glow, 

row joy by pitying woe ; 

aily comic scenes delight, 

d true mirrors to our sight, 

,n charming dress array'd, 

:he passions to her aid, 

ioral scenes just actions join, 

lape, and shows her face divine. 

has charms, we all may find, 

;e deeply with the mind. 

rt does sound's high power advance, 

c's pipe the passions dance ; 

unwiU'd its powers have shewn, 

lated by a tune. 

ive held the soul to be 

Wed to harmony, t 
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Her have I known indulging grie£ 
And shunning company's relief, 
Unveil her face, and looking round, 
Own, by neglecting sorrow's wound, 
The consanguinity of sound. 

In rainy days keep double guard, 
Or Spleen will surely be too hard ; 
Which, like those fish by sailors met, 
Fly highest, while their wings are wet. 
In such dull weather, so unfit 
To cnterprize a work of wit, 
When clouds one yard of azure sky, 
That's fit for simile, deny, 
I dress my face with studious looks, 
And shorten tedious hours with books. 
But if dull fogs invade the head, 
That memory minds not what is read, 
I sit in window, dry as ark, 
And on the drowning world remark : 
Or to some coffee-house I stray 
For news, the manna of a day, 
And from the hip'd discourses gather, 
That politics go by the weather ; 
Then seek good-humourM tavern chums, 
And play at cards, but for small sums ; 
Or with the merry fellows quaff, 
And laugh aloud with them that laugh ; 
Or drink a joco -serious cup 
With souls who've took their freedom up, 
And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
In Epicurus' garden walk, 
Who thought it heaven to be serene ; 
Pain, hell ; and pwgfttory* 



TBS SPIES*. 

Sometimes I dress, with women sit, 
And chat away the gloomy fit; 
Quit the stiff garb of serious sense, 
And wear a gay impertinence, 
Nor think nor speak with any pains, 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins : 
Talk of unusual swell of waist 
In maid of honour loosely lac'd, 
And beauty borrowing Spanish red, 
And loving pair with separate bed, 
And jewels pawn'd for loss of game, 
And then redeemed by loss of fame ; 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 
By grave pretence to go to church) 
PerceivM in hack with lover fine, 
like Will and Mary on the coin : 
And thus in modish manner we, 
In aid of sugar, sweeten tea. 

Permit, ye fair, your idol form, 
Which e'en the coldest heart can warm, 
May with its beauties grace my line, 
While I bow down before its shrine ; 
And your thronged altars with my lays 
Perfume, and get by giving praise. 
With speech so sweet, so sweet a mien, 
Tou excommunicate the Spleen, 
'Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
Tou form with sound, when pleasM to sing 
Whate'er you say, howe'er you move, 
We look, we listen, and approve. 
Your touch, which gives to feeling bliss, 
Our nerves officious throng to kiss ; 
By Celia's pat, on their report, 
The £T*rc-air'd soul, incnn'd to «pott, 
X 2 
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Renounces wisdom's snlien poop,' : 
And lores the floral gam* to romp. 
But who can view the panted***** 
Thai from black eyes iriiirtfllsMH M*W? 
Lore on his throne of gkty aesssji 
EncompassM with satellite beams r 
Bat when blue eyes, mote softy WfjbaV 
Diffuse benignly humid Hght, 
We gaze, and see the smffing Ion*, - - 
And Cytherea's gentle dore% 
And, raptur'd, fix in such a face 
Love's mercy-seat, and throne of grace. 
Shine but on age, you meh its snow; 
Again fires long^extinguish'd glow* 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood, long congealed, liquefies ? 
True miracle, and fairly done 
By heada which are adortt while on. 

But oh, what pity 'tis to find 
Such beauties both of form and mind, 
By modern breeding much debased, 
In half the female world at least f 
Hence I with care such lotteries shun, 
Where, a prize missM, Pm quite undone; 
And han't, by venturing on a wife, 
Yet run the greatest risk in life. 

Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbear 
Tour impious pains to form the fair, 
Nor lay out so much cost and art, 
But to deflower the virgin heart ; 
Of every folly-fostering bed 
By quickening heat of custom bred. 
Rather than by your crafaas* 
Desist, and give ua nrtose'wft&t 



Delighted with a horde n -«oul, ■ 
Which truth and innocence control. 
Coquets, leave off affected arts, 
Gay fbwlera at a flock of hearts; 
Woodcocka to shun your snare* km skill, 
Tou show to plain, yon strive to kill, 
hi lore the artless catch the game, 
And they scarce miss, who never aim. 

The world's great Anther did create 
The sex to fit the nuptial state, 
And meant a blessing in a wife 
To solace the firtiguea of Mfc ; 
And old inspired tunes display, 
How wives could love, and yet obey. 
Then truth, and pati en ce of control, 
And housewife arts adora'd the soul ; 
And charms, the gift of nature, shone ; 
And jealousy, a thing unknown ; 
Veils were the only masks they wore $ 
Novels, (receipts to make a whore) 
Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 
Rot Pam's puissance felt at loo. 
Wise men did not, to be thought gay, 
Then compliment their power away : 
But lest, by frail desires misled, 
The girls forbidden paths should tread. 
Of ignorance rais'd the safe high wall ; 
We sink haw-haws, that show them all. 
Thus we at once solicit sense, 
And charge them not to break the fence. 

Now, if untirM, consider friend, 
What I avoid to gain my end. 

I never am at Meeting seen, 
Meeting, that region of the Spleen, 
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The broken heart, the busy Beady 
The inward call, on Spleen depend. - 

Law, licensed breaking of tint peace, ' 
To which vacation ki disease ; 
A gipsy (fiction scarce knwwn well 
By the' magi, who few4tetms tea\ 
I shun; nor let it breed whhhv ■»«*■■ 
Anxiety, and that the Spleen f 
Law, grown s"forest, where perplex 
The mazes, and the bramble* rex % • 
Where its twelve verder#r» every day 
Are changing still the pdbftic way r 
Yet if we miss our path and err, 
We grievous penalties incur ? 
And wanderers tire, and tear ifctoirsirin, 
And then get out, where they went in. 

I never game, and rarely bet, 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt, 
No compter-writs me agitate ; 
Who moralizing pass the gate, 
And there mine eyes on spendthrift* turn* 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wisdom, before beneath their care, 
Pays her upbraiding visits there, 
And forces folly through the grate 
Her panegyric to repeat. 
This view, profusely when inclined, 
Enters a caveat in the mindi 
Experience join'd with common sense, 
To mortals is a providence. 

Passion, (as frequently is seen) 
Subsiding, settles into Spleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy hie, 
1 turn away from p*xts-sfcr\fe. 



tbs nun. 



je's cause, a church's claim, 
own to raise a mighty flame, 
•iest, as stoker, very free 
>w in peace and charity, 
tribe, whose practicles decree 
>eer the deadliest heresy; 
ond of pedigree, derive 
lie most noted whore alive ; 
urn wine's old prophetic aid, 
re the mitre Bacchus made, 
the faithful to depend 
-pint drinkers for a friend; 
whose gay, red-letterM face, 
.d good living more than grace 
;y so pure, and so precise, 
date as their white of eyes, 
r the spirit hug the Spleen, 
er'd throughout all their mien ; 
eir ill-tasted home-brew'd pray'r 
state's mellow forms prefer; 
>ctrines, as infectious, fear, 
are not steep'd in vinegar, 
nples of heart-chested grace 
in show-glass of the face, 
rer me as yet provoke 
to honour band and cloak, 
c my hat with leaves of oak. 
not with mock-patriot grace 
3, because they are in place ; 
r*d to praise with stallion pen, 
he ear-lechery of men ; 
avoid religious jars, 
vb are my expositors. 
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Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and state. 
I go, pursuant to my plan, 
To Mecca with the Caravan ; 
And think it right in common tense 
Both for diversion and defence. 

Reforming schemes are none of mine ; 
To mend the world's a vast design : 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat, 
To pull to them the ship afloat,' 
While to defeat their labourM end, 
At once both wind and stream contend : 
Success herein is seldom seen, 
And zeal, when baffled, turns to Spleen. 

Happy the man, who, innocent, 
Grieves not at ills he can't prevent ; 
His skiff docs with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd against the tide. 
He, paddling by the scuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd. 
And when he can't prevent foul play. 
Enjoys the folly of the fray. 

By these reflections, I repeal 
Each hasty promise made in zeal. 
When gospel propagators say, 
We're bound our great light to display, 
And Indian darkness drive away ; 
Yet none but drunken watchmen send 
And scoundrel link-boys for that end ; 
When they cry up this holy war, 
Which every christian should be for, 
Yet such as owe the law their ears, 
W'e find employ'd as engineers : 
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w my forward zeal so shocks 

hey hold the money-box. 

a conduct, which intends 

is means such virtuous ends, 

>ff Spleen, and keep my pence 

oiling Indian innocence. 

lilosophic love of ease 

lot to prove disease, 

up in the virtuous cause 

; press, and equal laws. 

is restrained ! neftndous thought 1 

ur sires have nobly fought : 

ee from force the press remains, 

ad Freedom cheer our plains, 

ming largesses bestows, 

ps uncensurM open house. 

ie nation's public mart 

ks of wit, and schemes of art, 

osophic goods this way, 

:er-carriage, cheap convey. 

which knowledge so affords, 
rs with flaming swords 
-approach with zeal defend, 
r own paradise should end. 
is from her fecundous womb 
forth the arts of Greece and Rome ; 
mng, skill'd in logic war, 
>anner wav*d in open air; 
ister Superstition fled, 
in shades its Gorgon head; 
less power, the long-kept field, 
n quell'd, was fore'd to yield, 
se of arts, and freedom's fence, 
is treason against sense ; 
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And Liberty, thy thousand tongues 
None silence, who design no wrongs ; 
For those, who use the gag's restraint^ 
First rob, before they stop complaint. 

Since disappointment galls within, 
And subjugates the soul to Spleen, 
Most schemes, as money-snares, I hate, 
And bite not at projector's bait. 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day, 
And yet fresh fools cast are away. 
Ere well the bubbled can turn round, 
Their painted vessel runs aground; 
Or in deep seas it oversets 
By a fierce hurricane of debts; 
Or helm-directors in one trip r 
Freight first embezzled, sink the ship. 
Such was of late a corporation,* 
The brazen-serpent of the nation, 
Which when hard accidents distress'd, 
The poor must look at to be bless'd, 
And thence expect, with paper seal'd 
By fraud and usury, to be heal'd. 

I in no soul-consumption wait 
Whole years at levees of the great, 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the spare diet of a smile. 

* The Charitable Corporation, instituted for the relief of the 
industrious poor, by assisting them with small suras, upon pledges, 
at legal interest. By the villainy of those who had the manage- 
ment of this scheme, the proprietors were defrauded of rery coo* 
sjderable sums of money. In 1732 the conduct of the directors of 
this body became the subject of a parliamentary inquiry, and soatt 
of them, who were members of the House of Commons, were «• 
X»elled for their concern in this iniquitous transaction. 
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i you may see the idol stand, 
mirror in his wanton hand ; 
e, below, now here, now there, 
rows about the sunny glare, 
is pant, and press to seize the prize, 
pay delusion of their eyes, 
en Fancy tries her limning skill 
aw and colour at her will, 
aise and round the figures well, 
how her talent to excel : 
d my heart, lest it should woo 
J beauties Fancy drew, 
disappointed, feel despair 
s of thing's, that never were, 
en I lean politicians mark 
ig on ether in the Park ; 
e'er on wing", with open throats, 
debates, expresses, votes, 
1 the manner swallows use, 
ng their airy food of news ; 
^ latrant stomachs oft molest 
eep-laid plans their dreams suggest ; 
: some poet pensive sit, 
y mistaking Spleen for Wit : 
though short-winded, still will aim 
and the epic trump of Fame ; 
still on Phoebus' smiles will doat, 
am conviction from his coat : 
t my stars, 1 never knew 
sies, wliich, close pursued, undo,* 
avc from old experience been 
>arent and the child of Spleen, 
subjects of Apollo's state, 
rom false fire derive their fate. 

. xvrr. y 
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With airy purchases undone 

Of lands, which none lend money on, 

Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways.. 

Nor lost one hour to gather bays. 

Their fancies first delirious grew, 

Aivd scenes ideal took for true. 

Fine to the sight Parnassus lies, 

And with false prospects cheats their eyes; 

The fabled gods the poets sing, 

A season of perpetual spring, 

Brooks, flowery fields, and groves of trees. 

Affording sweets and similies, 

Gay dreams inspirM in myrtle bow*rs, 

And wreaths of undecaying flowers, 

Apollo's harp with airs divine, 

The sacred music of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 

And for a vacant niche proud aim, 

Ravish their souls, and plainly shew 

"What Fancy's sketching power can do. 

They will attempt the mountain steep, 

Where on the top, like dreams in sleep. 

The Muses revelations show, 

That find men crack'd, or make them so. 

You, friend, like me, the trade of rhyme 
Avoid, elaborate waste of time, 
Nor are content to be undone, 
To pass for Phoebus' crazy son. 
Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, 
Afford the most uncertain gain ; 
And lotteries never tempt the wise, 
With blanks so many to a prize. 
I only transient visits pay, 
Meeting the Muse* ui my way, 
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aspire and workmen grow, 
s doom'd to stay below, 
• own digging show the town 
asure brought by others down, 
nting, if they find a mine, 
's judgment to refine, 
precipitately fix'd, 
with baser metals mixM, 
n, impatient of delay, 
the vicious mass— a play. 

engage, to serve their ends, 
elect of trusty friends, 
sen'd right, extol the thing, 
o* taught his birds to sing ; 

was a Libyan, Vho, desiring to be aeeoanted a god, 
y tbh intention: he took young fet^tMta&gtiiifeMfc. 
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Then to the ladies they submit, 
Returning officers on wit : 
A crowded house their presence draws. 
And on the beaux imposes laws, 
A judgment in its favour ends, 
When all the pannel are its friends : 
Their natures, merciful and mild, 
Have from mere pity savM the child; 
In bulrush-ark the bantling found 
Helpless, and ready to be drown'd, 
They have preserved by kind support, 
And brought the baby-muse to court. 

But there's a youth* that you can name, 
Who needs no leading-strings to fame, 
Whose quick maturity of brain 
The birth of Pallas may explain : 
Dreaming of whose depending fate, 
1 heard Melpomene debate ; — 
'This, this is he, that was foretold 
Should emulate our Greeks of old. 
Fnspir*d by me with sacred art, 
He sings, and rules the varied heart ; 
If Jove's dread anger he rehearse, 
We hear the thunder in his verse ; 
If he describes love turn'd to rage, 
The furies riot in his page. 
If he fair liberty and law, 
By ruffian power expiring, draw, 

to sinK, * Psapho i< a god.' When thpy were perfect in thiir lei- 
son, he let them fly ; and other birds, learning the nme ditty, re- 
peated it in the woods; on which his countrymen offered Mu.iic* 
to him, and considered him as a deity. 
* Mr. Glover, the excellent author of Leouidns. 
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The gracious auspices impart, 

And for thy temple choose my heart. 

They whom thou dcignest to inspire, 

Thy science learn, to bound desire ; 

By happy alchemy of mind, 

They turn to pleasure all they find; 

They both disdain in outward mein 

The grave and solemn garb of Spleen, 

And meretricious arts of dress* 

To feign a joy, and hide distress ; 

ITnmov'd when the rude tempest blows, 

Without an opiate they repose ; 

And coverM by your shield, defy 

The whizzing shafts, that round them fly : 

Nor meddling with the god's affairs, 

Concern themselves with distant cares ; 

jRut place their bliss in mental rest, 

And feast upon the good possessed. 

Forc'd by soft violence of pray'r, 
The blithsome goddess soothes my care, 
I feel the deity inspire, 
And thus she models my desire. 
Two hundred pounds, half-yearly paid, 
Annuity securely made, 
A farm some twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight, salubrious, and my own : 
Two maids, that never saw the town, 
A serving-man not quite a clown, 
A boy to help to tread the mow, 
And drive, while t'other holds the plough ; 
A cliief, of temper form'd to please, 
Pit to converse, and keep the keys ; 
And better to preserve the peace, 
Commission' d \ry <tf wiece ; 
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With understandings of a size 

To think their master very wise. 

May Heaven (it's all I wish for) send 

One genial room to treat a friend, 

Where decent cup-board, little plate, 

Display benevolence, not state. 

And may my humble dwelling stand 

Upon some chosen spot of land : 

A pond before full to the brim, 

Where cows may cool and geese may swim - f 

Behind a green, like velvet neat, 

Soft to the eye and to the feet ; 

Where odorous plants, in evening fair, 

Breathe all around ambrosial air ; 

From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground, 

Fenc'd by a slope with bushes crown'd, 

Fit dwelling for the fcather'd throng, 

Who pay their quit-rents with a song ; 

With opening views of hill and dale, 

Which sense and fancy too regale, 

Where the half-cirque, which vision bounds, 

Like amphitheatre surrounds : 

And woods, impervious to the breeze, 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 

From hills through plains in dusk array 

Extended far, repel the day. 

Here stillness, height, and solemn shade 

Invite, and contemplation aid : 

Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 

The dark decrees and will of fate, 

And dreams beneath the spreading beech 

Inspire, and docile fancy teach ; 

While soft as breezy breath of wind, 

Impulses rustle through the mind : 
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Here Dryads, scorning Phoebus' ray, 
While Pan melodious pipes away, 
In measurM motions frisk about. 
Till old Silenus puts them out. 
There see the clover, pea, and bean, 
Vie in variety of green ; 
Fresh pastures speckled o'er with sheep, 
Brown fields their fallow sabbaths keep, 
Plump Ceres golden tresses wear, 
And poppy top-knots deck her hair, 
And silver streams through meadows stray, 
And Naiads on the margin play, 
And lesser nymphs, on side of hills, 
From play-thing urns pour down the rills. 

Thus shelterM, free from care and strife, 
May I enjoy a calm through life ; 
Sec faction, safe in low degree, 
As men at land see storms at sea, 
And laugh at miserable elves, 
Not kind, so much as to themselves, 
Curs'd with such souls of base alloy, 
As can possess, but not enjoy ; 
Debarred the pleasure to impart 
By avarice, sphincter of the heart ; 
Who wealth, hard earn'd by guilty cares, 
Bequeath untouch'd to thankless heirs. 
May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, 
And wearing Virtue's livery-smile, 
Prone the distressed to relieve, 
And little trespasses forgive ; 
With income not in Fortune's pow*r, 
And skill to make a busy hour, 
With trips to town, life to amuse, 
To purchase books, axt&\&«? ^3&&T*Kr*> 



THE SPLEEN. 



261 



To see old friends, brush off the clown, 
And quicken taste at coming down, 
Unhurt by sickness^ blasting rage, 
And slowly mellowing in age, 
When Fate extends its gathering gripe, 
Fall off, like fruit grown fully ripe ; 
Quit a worn being without pain, 
Perhaps to blossom soon again. 

But now more serious see. me grow, 
And what I think, my Memmius know. 

The' enthusiast's hope, and raptures wild. 
Have never yet my reason foil'd. 
His springy soul dilates like air, 
When free from weight of ambient care, 
And, hush'd in meditation deep, 
Slides into dreams, as when asleep ; 
Then, fond of new discoveries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 
Disdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And through the wilds of endless space, 
Borne up on metaphysic wings, 
Chases light forms and shadowy things, 
And, in the vague excursion caught, 
Brings home some rare exotic thought. 
The melancholy man such dreams, 
As brightest evidence, esteems ; 
Fain would he see some distant scene 
Suggested by his restless Spleen, 
And Fancy's telescope applies, 
^ith tinctur'd glass, to cheat his eyes. 
Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 
* close examine by the light; 
*\)r who, though brib'd by gain to lie, 
bare sun~beam-writtcn truths deny, 
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And execute plain common sense, 
On faith's mere hearsay evidence ? 

That superstition may*nt create, 
And club its ills with those of fate, 
I many a notion take to task, 
Made dreadful by its visor-mask, 
Thus scruple, spasm of the mind, 
Is curM, and certainty I find ; 
Since optic reason shows me plain* 
I dreaded spectres of the brain ; 
And legendary fears are gone, 
Though in tenacious childhood sown. 
Thus in opinions I commence 
Freeholder, in the proper sense, 
And neither suit nor service do, 
Nor homage to pretenders shew, 
Who boast themselves, by spurious roll, 
Lords of the manor of the soul ; 
Preferring sense, from chin that's bare, 
To nonsense thron'd in whisker*d hair. 

' To thcc, Creator uncreate, 

O Kntium Ens / divinely great !' 

Hold, Muse, nor melting pinions try, 
Nor near the blazing glory fly ; 
Nor, straining, break thy feeble bow, 
Unfeather'd arrows far to throw 
Through fields unknown, nor madly stray, 
Where no ideas mark the way. 
With lender eyes, and colours faint, 
And trembling hands forbear to paint. 
Who, features veiPd by light, can hit? 
Where can, what has no outline, sit ? 
My soul, the voviv attempt forego, 
Thyself, the nttet auVytc^Vww . 
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He wisely shuns the bold extreme, 

*Vho soon lays by the' unequal theme, 

Sor runs, with wisdom's sirens caught, 

On quicksands swallowing shipwrecked thought 

Out, conscious of his distance, gives 

Mute praise, and humble negatives. 

[n one, no object of our sight, 

[mmutable, and infinite, 

Who can't be cruel, or unjust, 

Calm and resign'd, I fix my trust ; 

To him my past and present state 

[ owe, and must my future fate. 

A. stranger into life I'm come, 

Dying may be our going home ; 

Transported here by angry fate, 

The convicts of a prior state. 

Hence, I no anxious thoughts bestow 

On matters I can never know : 

Through life's foul way, like vagrant, pass'd, 

He'll grant a settlement at last; 

And with sweet ease the wearied crown, 

By leave to lay his being down. 

If doom'd to dance the eternal round 

Of life, no sooner lost but found, 

And dissolution soon to come, 

Uke spunge, wipes out life's present suni. 

But can't our state of power bereave 

An endless series to receive ? 

Then, if hard dealt with here, by fate, 

We balance in another state, 
And consciousness must go along, 
And sign the' acquittance for the wrong, 
tie for his creatures must decree 
More happiness than misery, 
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Or be supposed to create, 
Curious to try, what 'tis to hate : 
And do an act which rage infers, 
'Cause lameness halts, or blindness errs. 

Thus, thus I steer my bark, and sail 
On even keel with gentle gale ; 
At helm I make my reason sit, 
My crew of passions all submit. 
If dark and blustering prove some nights, 
Philosophy puts forth her lights ; 
Experience holds the cautious glass. 
To shun the breakers, as I pass, 
And frequent throws the wary lead, 
To see what dangers may be hid ; 
And once in seven years I'm seen 
At Bath or Tunbridge to careen. 
Though pleas'd to see the dolphins play, 
1 mind my compass and my way ; 
With store sufficient for relief, 
And wisely still preparM to reef j 
Nor wanting the dispersive bowl 
Of cloudy weather in the soul, 
I make (may Heaven propitious send 
Such wind and weather to the end !) 
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown. 
Life's voyage to the world unknown. 
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FT THE RKVEBEND MR. LAUREXCE ECHARD's, A2CD 
BISHOP GILBEBT BURHEt's HISTORIES. 

il'b history appears to me 
olitical anatomy, 
case of skeletons well done, 
nd malefactors every one. 
is sharp and strong incision pen 
jatorically cuts up men, 
.nd does with lucid skill impart 
"heir inward ails of head and heart. 
.aureitce proceeds another way, 
did well-dress'd figures doth display . 
[is characters are all in flesh, 
lieir hands are fair, their faces fresh ; 
ind from his sweetening art derive 
L better scent than when alive : 
ie wax-work made, to please the sons 
flThose fathers were Gil's skeletons. 
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SPARROW AJVD DIAMOND. 

I latblt saw, what now I sing, 

Fair Lucia's hand displayed ; 
This finger grac'd a diamond ring, 

On that a sparrow play'd. 

The featherM play-thing she caress'd. 
She stroak'd its head and wings ; 

\nd while it nestled on her breast, 
She lisp'd the dearest things. 

With chizzled bill a spark ill set 

He loosen'd from the rest, 
And swallowM down to grind his meat. 

The easier to digest. 

She seiz'd his bill with wild affright, 

Her diamond to descry : 
•'Twas gone ! she sicken'd at the sight. 

Moaning her bird would die. 

The tongue-tied knocker none might use. 

The curtain none undraw, 
The footmen went without their shoes. 

The street was laid with straw 
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t*he doctor us'd his oily art, 

Of strong emetic kind ; 
iTie* apothecary playM his part, 

And engineered behind. 

When physic ceas'd to spend its store, 

To bring away the stone ; 
Dicky, like people given o'er, 

Picks up, when left alone. 

His eyes dispell'd their sickly dews, 
He peck'd behind his wing ; 

Lucia, recovering at the news, 
Relapses for the ring. 

Ifeanwhile within her beauteous breast 
Two different passions strove : 

When avarice ended the contest, 
And triumphed over love. 

Poor little, pretty, fluttering thing, 

Thy pains the sex display, 
Who only to repair^ ring 

Could take thy life away. 

Drive avarice from your breasts, ye fair, 

Monster of foulest mien : 
Ye would not let it harbour there, 

Could but its form be seen. 

It made a virgin put on guile, 
Truth's image break her word, 

A Lucia's face forbear to smile, 
A Venus kill her bird. 



36ft 



THE SEEKER. 

When I first came to London, I rumbled about, 
From sermon to sermon, took a slice and west out. 
Then on me, in divinity batchelor, tried 
Many priests to obtrude a Levitical bride ; 
And, urging their various opinions, intended 
To make me wed systems which they recosunemded 
Said a letch'rous old frier sculking near Lincoln's 
Inn, 

(Whose trade's to absolve, but whose pastime's to 

sin ; 

Who, spider-like, seizes weak protestant flies, 
Which hung* in his sophistry cobweb he spies;) 
Ah ! pity your soul, for without our church pale, 
If you happen to die, to be damn'd you can't fail, 
The Bible, you boast, is a wild revelation : 
Hear a church that can't err, if you hope for sana- 
tion. 

Said a formal non-con, (whose rich stock of grace 
Lies forward expos'd in shop-window of face) 
Ah ! pity your soul : come, be of our sect : 
For then you are safe, and may plead you're elect. 
As it stands in the Acts, we can prove ourselves saints 
BeingChrist's little flock everywhere spoke against. 

Said a jolly church-parson, (devoted to ease, 
While penal law-dragons guard his golden fleece,) 
' If you pity your soul, I pray listen to neither; 
The first is \i\ ertot, *. 
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at out's is the true church, the sense of our tribe 
d surely in medio tutisnmua ibis 9 . [is, 
laid a'yea-and-nay friend, with a stiff hat and band, 
Tio while he talk'd gravely would hold forth his 
hand,) 

Dminion and wealth are the aim of all three, 
9Ugh about ways and means they may all disagree; 
en pr'ythee be wise, go the quakers by-way, 
s plain, without turnpikes ; so nothing to pay.' 
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BARCLAY'S APOLOGY 

FOB THE dUAUftg. 

Tutsi sheets primeval doctrines yield, 

Where revelation is reveal'd ; 

Soul-phlegm from literal feeding bred. 

Systems lethargic to the head 

They purge, and yield a diet thin, 

That turns to gospel chile within. 

Truth sublimate may here be seen, 

Extracted from the parts terrene. 

In these is shown, how men obtain 

What of Prometheus poets feign : 

To scripture plainness dress is brought, 

And speech apparel to the thought, 

They hiss, from instinct, at red coats, 

And war, whose work is cutting throats, 

Forbid, and press the law of love : 

Breathing the spirit of the dove. 

Lucrative doctrines they detest, 

As manufacture by the priest; 

And throw down turnpikes, where we pay 

For stuff, which never mends the way ; 

And tythes, a Jewish tax, reduce, 

And frank the gospel, for our use. 

They sable standing armies break ; 

But the militia useful make : 

Since all unhirM may preach and pray, 

Taught by these rules as well as they ; 



os babclat'b apologt, Sec. 

Rules, which, when truths themselves reveal, 
Bid us to follow what we feel. 

The world can't hear the small still voice, 
Such is its bustle and its noise ; 
Reason the proclamation reads. 
But not one riot passion heeds. 
Wealth honour, power, the graces are, 
Which here below our homage share : 
They, if one votary they find 
To mistress more divine inclined, 
In truth's pursuit to cause delay, 
Throw golden apples in his way. 

Place me, O Heaven, in some retreat, 
There let the serious death-watch beat, 
There let me self in silence shun, 
To feel thy will, which should be done*. 

Then comes the Spirit to our hut, 
When fast the senses' doors are shut ; 
For so divine and pure a guest 
The emptiest rooms are furnish'd best. 

O Contemplation ! air serene, 
From damps of sense, and fogs of spleen ! 
Pure mount of thought ! thrice holy ground, 
Where grace, when waited for, is found ! 

Here 'tis the soul feels sudden youth, 
And meets, exulting, virgin Truth ; 
Here, like a breeze of gentlest kind, 
Impulses rustle through the mind ; 
Here shines that light with glowing face, 
The fuse divine, that kindles grace : 
Which, if we trim our lamps, will last, 
Till darkness be by dying past, 
And then goes out, at end of night, 
Extinguish'd by superior light. 
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Ah me ! the heats and colds of life, 
Pleasure's and pain's eternal strife, 
Breed stormy passions, which confin'd, 
Shake, like the' JEolian cave, the mind ; 
And raise despair my lamp can last, 
Plac'd where they drive the furious blast 

False eloquence, big empty sound, 
Like showers that rush upon the ground, 
Little beneath the surface goes, 
All streams along and muddy flows. 
This sinks, and swells the buried grain, 
And fructifies like southern rain. 

His art, well hid in mild discourse, 
Exerts persuasion's winning force, 
And nervates so the good design, 
That king Agrippa's case is mine. 

Well-natur'd, happy shade, forgive ! 
Like you I think, but cannot live. 
Thy scheme requires the world's contempt, 
That from dependence life exempt, 
And constitution fram'd so strong, 
This world's worst climate cannot wrong. 
Not such my lot, not Fortune's brat, 
I live by pulling off the hat; 
Compell'd by station every hour 
To bow to images of power ; 
And in life's busy scenes immers'd, 
See better things, and do the worst. 
Eloquent Want, whose reasons sway, 
And make ten thousand truths give way, 
While I your scheme with pleasure trace, 
Draws near, and stares me in the face. 
4 Consider well your state,' she cries, 

Like others knesV, t^\.^o\v.\a»j Tsa^ 
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Hold doctrines, by no scruples vex'd, 

To which preferment is annex'd, 

Nor madly prove, where all depends, 

Idolatry upon your friends. 

8ee, how you like my rueful face, 

8uch you must wear, if out of place. 

Crack'd is your brain, to turn recluse 

Without one farthing out at use : 

They, who. have lands, and safe bank-stock, 

With faith so founded on a rock, J 

May give a rich invention ease, 

And construe scripture how they please.' 

' The honour'd prophet, that of old 
UsM Heaven's high counsels to unfold, 
Did, more than courier angels greet 
The crows, that brought him bread and meat. 9 



THE GROTTO, 



WBITTEH UCTDI& THE KAMI OF PXTSft SHAKE, 
▲ VISHSMLUf OF BUimOSB. 



ScUicit hie possk etmro dignoiecre reetom, 
Aiqae inter silvas Aeademi quaerere vernm. 

HOM. 

Our wits Apollo's influence beg, 
The Grotto makes them all with egg ; 
Finding this chalkstone in my nest, 
I strain, and lay among the rest. 



We had a Water-poetf once, 
Nor was he registered a dunce : 
Pll lay awhile my writing' by, 
And hang abroad my nets to dry, 
And stow my apostolic boat, 
And try to raise a swan-like note : 
For fishing oft in Twick'nam Reach, 
I've heard fine strains along the beach*, 
That tempt to sing a cave's§ renown, 
And fetch from thence an ivy-crown. 

• A building in Richmond Gardens, erected by QueenGsKottae 
and committed to the custody of Stephen Duck. At the time thi 
poem was written, many other verses appeared on the same sab 

ject. 

t John Taylor is here alluded to, who was called * The Rbym 
ing Sculler,' and who contrived (notwithstanding his various era 
ploymento as a waterman, a victualler, and a publican) to seribbk 
more than eighty pamphlets in verse and prose, the greater part d 
which he collected and published together in 1630. 

t A delicate compliment to Pope. 

) The Cave of Merlin, formed in Richmond Gardens, accord ia| 
to the intimation of a motatu nAsta,' tt* Stephen Duck and good 
^ueen Caroline.' 
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Adieu awhile, forsaken flood, 
To ramble in the Delian wood, 
And pray the god my well-meant song 
May not my subject's merit wrong. 

Say, father Thames, whose gentle pace 
Gives leave to view, what beauties grace 
Your flow'ry banks, if you have seen 
The much-sung Grotto of the queen ? 
Contemplative, forget awhile 
Oxonian towers, and Windsor's pile, 
And WolseyV pride, (his greatest guilt) 
And what great William since has built ; 
And flowing fast by Richmond scenes, 
(HonourM retreat of two great queensf ) 
From Sion-House,* whose proud survey 
Brow-beats your flood, look cross the way, 
And view, from highest swell of tide, 
The milder scenes of Surry side. 

Though yet no palace grace the shore, 
To lodge that pair you should adore ; 
Nor abbies, great in ruin, rise, 
Royal equivalents for vice ; 
Behold a Grot, in Delphic grove, 
The Graces' and the Muses' love. 
(O, might our Laureat study here, 
How would he hail his new-born year !) 
A temple from vain glories free, 
Whose goddess is Philosophy, 

• Hampton Court, began by Cardinal Wobey,and improred by 
King William m. 

t Qaeen Anne, (contort of King Richard IL) and Queen Eliza 
beta, both died at Richmond. 

t Sion Home is now a teat belonging to the Duke of Northum- 
berland. 



276 THI GROTTO. 1 

Whose sides such licensM idols crown ' 

As superstition would pull down ; 

The only pilgrimage I know, 

That men of sense would choose to go : 

Which sweet abode, her wisest choice, 

Urania cheers with heavenly voice, 

While all the virtues gather round, 

To see her consecrate the ground. 

If thou, the god with winged feet, 

In council, talk of this retreat, 

And jealous gods resentment show 

At altars rais'd to men below ; 

Tell those proud lords of heaven, 'tis fit 

Their house our heroes should admit ; 

While each exists, as poets sing, 

A lazy lewd immortal thing, 

They must (or grow in disrepute) 

With earth's first commoners recruit. 

Needless it is, in terms unskill'd, 
To praise whatever Boyle* shall build ; 
Needless it is the busts to name 
Of men, monopolists of fame. 
Four chiefs adorn the modest stone,f 
For virtue as for learning known; 
The thinking sculpture helps to raise 
Deep thoughts, the genii of the place : 
To the mind's ear, and inward sight, 
Their silence speaks, and shade gives light: 
While insects from the threshold preach, 
And minds, dispos'd to musing, teach ; 

• Richard Boyle, Earl of Burlington, a nobleman remarkable 
for his taste in architecture ; specimens of which atHl attract ad- 
mirers, at Chiswick and in Piccadilly. 

t The author thouVltave isiA jfoe; there being the busts of 
Acwtou. Locke, Wo\la%ton, Ctatae, aa&'&nrjNfc. 
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1 of strong limbs and painted hoes, 
perish by the slightest bruise ; 
aladies, begun within, 
oy more slow life's frail machine ; 
maggot-youth through change of state 
feel like us the turns of fate : 
born to creep, have liv'd to fly, 
change earth-cells for dwellings high ; 
iome, that did their six wings keep, 
e they died, been forc'd to creep, 
politics like ours profess, 
greater prey upon the less : 
strain on foot huge loads to bring ; 
toil incessant on the wing ; 
n their different ways explore 
sense of want, by future store $ 
•om their vigorous schemes desist 
eath, and then are never miss'd. 
frolic, toil, marry, increase, 
ck and well, have war and peace, 
broke with age, in half a day 
to successors, and away, 
not profane this sacred place, 
:risy with Janus' face ; 
mp, mix'd state of pride and care, 
kindness, Falsehoood's polish'd ware ; 
al disguis'd in Friendship's veil, 
ells, unask'd, the' injurious tale 
aty of intriguing kind, 
secret article here sign'd ; 
eds conceal'd with buhsy trees, 
:d with Juno's lettuces : 
politic which allows 
esuit-re/nedv for vows ; 
XVU. A a 



Or priest, perfmmng crowned haul. 
Till, in a swoon, Truth Ken fcr Dead; 
Or tawdry critic, who perceives 
Mo grace, which plain proportion gfoes, 
And* more than hneaments orris*, 
Admires the gilding of the shrine; 
Or that self-haunting spectre Spleen, 
In thickest log the clearest seen; 
Or Prophecy, which dreams a Be, 
That fori* be&eve and kmwes apply; 
Or frolic Mirth, profanely lend, 
And happy only in a crowd; 
Or Melancholy's pensive gloom, 
Prosy in Contemplation's room. 

O Doha, when I touch tins string, 
To thee my Muse directs her wing. 
Unspotted fair, with downcast look 
Mind not so much the murmuring brook; 
Nor fix'd in thought, with footsteps slow, 
Through cypress-alleys cherish woe ; 
I see the soul in pensive fit, 
And mopeing, like sick linnet sit, 
With dewy eye and moulting wing, 
Unperch'd, averse to fly or sing ; 
I see the favourite curls begin 
(Disus'd to toilet discipline) 
To quit their post, lose their smart air, 
And grow again like common hair; 
And tears, which frequent kerchiefs dry. 
Raise a red circle round the eye ; 
And by this bur about the moon, 
Conjecture more ill weather soon. 
Love not so muctatiie knell, 
And news the bo&ag Ts£^$sfcA>\stov2^\ 
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• watch the wainscot's hollow blow ; 
1 hens portentous when they crow; 

* sleepless mind the death-watch beat ; 
aper find no winding sheet ; 

.* in burnt coal a coffin see, 

Nigh thrown at others, meant for thee ; 

when the corruscajtion gleams, 

d out not first the bloody streams ; 

* in impress'd remembrance keep 

m tap'stry figures, wrought in sleep ; 

• rise to see in antique hall 

i moonlight monsters on the wall, 

I shadowy spectres darkly pass 
dling their sables o'er the grass. 

; vice and guilt act how they please 
souls, their conquered provinces ; 
Heaven's just charter it appears, 
tue's exempt from quartering fears, 
dl then arm'd fancies fiercely drestM, 
e at discretion in your breast ? 
wise, and panic-fright disdain 
notions, meteors of the brain ; 
d sights perform'd, illusive scene ! 
magic lantern of the spleen, 
ne here, from baleful cares releas'd, 
th Virtue's ticket, to a feast, 
lere decent mirth and wisdom join'd 
stewardship, regale the mind. 

II back the Cupids to your eyes ; 
;e the godlings with surprise, 

t knowing home in such a plight, 
r to and fro, afraid to light. — 
Far from my theme, from method far/ 
ivey'd in Venus' flying car, 
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I go, compell'd by feathered steeds, 
That scorn the rein when Delis leads. 

No daub of elegiac strain 
These holy wars shall ever stain ; 
As spiders Irish wainscot flee, 
Falsehood with them shall disagree : 
This floor let not the vulgar tread, 
Who worship only what they dread : 
Nor bigots who but one way see, 
Through blinkers of authority ; 
Nor they who its four saints defame, 
By making Virtue but a name ; 
Nor abstract wit, (painful regale 
To hunt the pig with slippery tail!) 
Artists who richly chase their thought, 
Gaudy without, but hollow wrought, 
And beat too thin, and tool'd too much. 
To bear the proof and standard touch ; 
Nor fops to guard this sylvan ark 
With necklace bells in treble bark ; 
Nor cynics growl and fiercely paw, 
The mastiffs of the moral law. 
Come, Nymph, with rural honours dress'd, 
Virtue's exterior form confess'd, 
With charms untarnish'd, innocence 
Display, and Eden shall commence : 
When thus you come in sober fit, 
And wisdom is preferrM to wit ; 
And looks diviner graces tell, 
Which don't with giggling muscles dwell ; 
And beauty like the ray-clipt sun, 
With bolder eye we look upon ; 
Learning shall, with obsequious mien, 
Tell all the wonders 



Reason, her logic amour quit. 

And proof to mild »eniuuno8>£t; 

KeHgion, with free tk*^ dkpense, . 

And cease crusading; again* feme; 

Philosophy and she emhsece, 

And their Em ka^agaiaUkt placet . 

And morals pure, in only bounoV 

Nymph-lik© the sisters cjuefsnnwnd: 

liatore shall smile, and.mnd thia cell 

The turf to your fight p re ss ur e sweft • • 

And knowing bWty by her shoe, 

Well air its carpet fax* the daw. 

The Oat while ye* his ngwbngs, deck. 

Lets fall his acorn* in youar neck ; 

Zephyr, his civil kisses give* t 

And plays with curl* instead ef leaves j 

Birds, seeing you, believe it spring, 

And during their vacation sing: 

And flowers lean forward from their seats, 

To traffic in exchange of sweets; 

And angels bearing wreaths descend, 

PreferM as vergers to attend 

This fane, whose deity intreats 

The Fair to grace its upper seats. 

O kindly view our lettered strife, 
And guard us through polemic life ; 
From poison vehickd in praise. 
For satire's shots but slightly graze ; 
We claim your zeal, and find within, 
Philosophy and you are kin. 

What Virtue is, we judge by you ; 
For actions right are beauteous too; 
By tracing the sole female mind, 
We best what is true Nature find t 
Aa2 
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Chymists and laws their process suit, 
They metals, these the mind transnmte. 
Your vapours, bred from fumes, declare 
How steams create tempestuous air, 
Till gushing tears and hasty rain 
Make heaven and you serene again : 
Our travels through the starry sides 
Were first suggested by your eyes ; 
We, by the interposing fan, 
Learn how eclipses first began ; 
The vast ellipse from Scarbro's home, 
Describes how blazing comets roam ; 
The glowing colours of the cheek 
Their origin from Phcebus speak ; 
Our watch how Luna strays above. 
Feels like the care of jealous love; 
And all things we in science know, 
From your known love for riddles flow. 

Father ! forgive, thus far I stray, 
Drawn by attraction from my way. 
Mark next with awe, the foundress* well 
Who on these banks delights to dwell ; 
You on the terrace see her plain, 
Move like Diana with her train. 
If you then fairly speak your mind, 
In wedlock since with Iais join'd, 
You'll own, you never yet did see, 
At least in such a high degree, 
Greatness, delighted to undress ; 
Science, a scepterM hand caress ; 
A queen, the friends of freedom prize ; 
A woman, wise men canonize. 
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LIFE OF HAMMOND. 



lMES HAMMOND, son of Anthony Hammond, 
: brother-in-law of Sir Robert Walpole, and a 
n of note among- the wits and parliamentary ora- 
9, at the beginning of the eighteenth century, 
i born about the year 1710. He received all his 
ication at Westminster School ; for it does not 
>ear, that he ever went to either university. He 
ame a man of some eminence ; but the stages of 
promotion have never been ascertained. The 
nee of Wales made him his equerry; and he 
oyedthe society of Littleton, Cobham, and Ches- 
ield. In 1741, he was sent to parliament from 
iro, in Cornwall ; but he died in June, of the next 

T. 

lammond's poems were given to the world under 
auspices of Lord Chesterfield : both he and Dr. 
inson consider him as no more than an imitator 
Tibullus ; and it remained for one of our own 
jitrvmen to show us, thaj, in too many instances, 
imitates Tibullus, as Dryden imitated Virgil, 
. Pope, Homer.* Take, as an example, the 5th 
gy of Hammond, as compared with the 2d, book 
of Tibullus :— 

Untoward guajds beset my Cynthia's doors, 
And cruel locka the imprison Hi fair conceal, 
May lightnings blast whom love in vain implores, 
And Jove's own thunder rive those bolts of steel. 

Nam posita est nostra eustodia sstva puellse 

Clauditnr, et dura janoa fblta sera. 
Janoa dificilis domini, te verberet imber, 

Te Jovis imperio fulmina missa petant. 

• Port Folio for June and July, 1*U. 




At! gntfc Jobi i 
Her let** Ms#» 



Wetagry lvrat mm not half vt say. 

am nntsaM din pmlit 



Meal 




Vorthon, O Cynthia, teltevtteMfeldNPa, 




SheffoideatlMfMtfaswtAieenotwtjere theytM 
She shows the virgin how to tain the deer, 
Softly to send fltm offher silent bed, 
And not « step betray heron the neat. 

Ob mret, tea qnitjarenis norm timina teatet; 

Sen resent fixodente poefia fares. 
Obi doeet farttm moffi deeedere keta : 



Sometimes the translation is still closer; as 
following stanza, from the 12th Elegy : — 

Sic ego Kerens possum bene mere tyros, 
Qua nulla haateno sit via trite pedal 
Tu mini euraram reqvies, ta nocte vdatra 
Lamea, et hi sets tn anhi tarba leak. 

m b. i>. Eteg. It, 

With thee in gloomy deserts, let me dwell, 
Where nerer human footstep* marfcM the groom] 
Thou \\sjht ot\Vte %\\ u*xYoo*m canto expel, 
And «eem a. w»r\& ^wVfti wAVtaaftft 



»r. Johnson ridfcules the passarr, in whiefr Sta- 
id talks of iambs sndfcMs;ftrhe Htrie imagined, 
: he was laying hands upon TibaHus:— 

— m-^.- — «. J m- —1 r«- , T mi. mi 

InWatastrelaatrkid «rWittl«lM*b 
TJnder ■ywmlH bring the wandum tiiaaa, 
AndnotaBttlechtfeibMl jillin tarn, 

the original: 



j^c are told by Lord Chesterfield, tbi 

t down to write what he thought, not to think 
■the should writes* hut, if the reader compares 
,EkgiesiiK>ludedinthe^ 

■SMMrin notwantingloTthe neal wiawhWtafcnrifcieamai 

Stanhope in wisdom at in wit divine, 

May me and plead Britannia's ajoriomt canea. 

JK.1S. 



Stanhope shall come, and gmee ah ratal friend, 
Delia shall wonder at her noble gnest, 
With blushing awe the riper fraH commend, 
And for her husband's patron call the best. 

this Delia was to do in the original: 

Hoe reniet Mestsla mens eni dolekt noma, 
Delia seleetis detrahet arboribus; 
Et tan tarn venerate virum, hone sednk curat ; 
Hnic pare t, atqne epufcu ipsa ministra gerat. 

L. i XL I . 



uy* at ukwmtm. 



aaccrtam, that Hammond waa generally centeti 
to think what Hbultua bad thoughts— % 
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L.i. EL II 
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auxama. 



ia 

u 
it 
is 



Hammond baa written fourteen Elegiea; a 
though the order of the original ia inverted, twt 

out of the fourteen are proved to be translations 



PREFACE. 



BT THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD . 
1743. 

following Elegies were wrote by a young 
leroan lately ftad, and justly lamented. 
i he had never declared his intentions concern- 
their publication, a friend of his, into whose 
Is they fell, determined to publish them, in the 
uasion that they would neither be unwelcome 
ie public, nor injurious to the memory of their 
lor. The reader must decide whether this 
rmination was the result of just judgment or 
al friendship ; for the editor feels and avows so 
h of the latter, that he gives up all pretensions 
ie former 

ie Author composed them ten years ago, be* 
he was two-and-twenty years old; an age 
1 fancy and imagination commonly riot at the 
:nse of judgment and correctness ; neither of 
h seem wanting here. But sincere in his love 
his friendship, he wrote to his mistresses as he 
e to his friends, nothing but the true genuine 
ments of his heart ; he sat down to write what 
lought, not to think what he should write : it 
nature and sentiment only that dictated to a 
mistress, not youthful and poetic fancy to an 
inary one. Elegy, therefore, speak* Yves* Yksk 
oroper native language, the ui\affec\.eA \JV*v&- 
;. XVII. B b 
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tive language of the tender passions : tie true ele- 
giac dignity and simplicity are preserved and 
united; the one without pride, the other without 
meanness. Tibullus seems to have been the model 
our Author judiciously preferred to Ovid; the 
former writing directly from the heart to the heart, 
the latter too often yielding and addressing himself 
to the imagination. 

The undissipated youth of the author allowed 
him time to apply himself to the heat masters, the 
Ancients : and his parts enahH+ym, to make the 
best use of them : for upon those great models of 
solid sense and virtue' he formed not onjyhia Renins 
but his heart; both well prepared by nature to 
adopt and adorn the resemblance. He admired 
that justness,, that noble simplicity of thought ass} 
expression, which have distinguished and preserved 
their writings to this day ; but he revered that love 
of their country, that contempt of riches, mat 
sacredness of friendship, and all those heroic and 
social virtues, which marked them out as the objects 
of the veneration, though not the imitation, of suc- 
ceeding ages ; and he looked back with a land of 
religious awe and delight upon those glorious and 
happy times of Greece and Rome, when Wisdom, 
Virtue, and Liberty, formed the only triumvirates; 
ere Luxury invited Corruption to taint, or Cor* 
ruptioh. introduced Slavery to destroy, all public 
and private virtues. In these sentiments he lived, 
and would have Hved even in these times ; in these 
sentiments he died. — But in these times too—' Ut 
'non erepta a diis immortalibua , vita, aed donate 
'mors esse videatur/ 



LOVE ELEGIES. 



' Virginibus puerisque canto. 1 



ELEGY I. 

OS" HIS FALLING' IV LOVE WITH BEfiBA. 

lrewkll that liberty our fathers gave ; 

. vain they gave, their sons received in vain : 

law Neacra, and, her instant slave, 

hough born a Briton, hugged the servile chain. 

er usage well repays my coward heart ; 
eanly she triumphs in her lover's shame : 
o healing joy relieves his constant smart, 
o smile of love rewards the loss of fame. 

ti ! that to feel these killing pangs no more, 
n Scythian hills I lay a senseless stone, 
r as fixM a rock amidst the watery roar, 
nd in the vast Atlantic stood alone. 

dieu, ye Muses ! or my passion aid; 
Tiy should I loiter by your idle spring ? 
y humble voice would move one only tnaaA, 
id she contemns the trifles wh\c\v lsu\£. 
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I do not ask the lofty epic strain, 
Nor strive to paint the wonders of the sphere ; 
I only sing one cruel maid to gain ; — 
Adieu, ye Muses ! if she will not hear. 

No more in useless innocence I'll pine ; 
Since guilty presents win the greedy fair, 
I'll tear its honours from the broken shrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Venus ! will I tear. 

Decerv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on sordid gold her low desires ; 
Nor worth nor passion can her heart persuade, 
But love must act what avarice requires. 

Unwise, who first the charm of nature lost, 
With Tvrian purple soil'd the snowy sheep ; 
Unwiser still, who seas and mountains cross'd, 
To dig the rock, and search the pearly deep. 

These costly toys our silly fair surprise ; 
The shining follies cheat their feeble sight; 
Their hearts, secure in trifles, love despise : 
'Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write. 

Why did the gods conceal the little mind 
And earthly thoughts beneath a heavenly face ; 
Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, 
Yet smooth and polish so each outward grace ? 

Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear; 
Hence pleasure short, and anguish ever long ; 
Hence tears and sighs ; and hence the peevish fair,, 
Tiie fro ward lgver— R£tvc£\X2a& song. 
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ELEGY II. 

V2TABXE TO SATISFY THE COVETOUS TEMPER Of ITEjERA, 
HE IKTEHDB TO MAKE A CAMPAIGN, AND TRY If 
POSSIBLE TO FORGET HER. 

Adieu, ye walls that guard my cruel fair ! 

No more I'll sit in rosy fetters bound ; 

My limbs have learn'dthe weight of arms to bear: 

My rousing spirits feel the trumpet's sound. 

Few are the maids that now on merit smile ; 
On spoil and war is bent this iron age ; 
Tet pain and death attend on war and spoil, 
Unaated vengeance, and remorseless rage. 

To purchase spoil ev'n love itself is sold; 
Her lover's heart is least Neaera's care ; 
And I through war must seek detested gold, 
Not for myselfj but for my venal fair: 

That while she bends beneath the weight of dress, 
The stuTen'd robe may spoil her easy mien ; 
And art mistaken make her beauty less, 
While still it hides some graces better seen. 

But if such toys can win her lovely smile, 
Her's be the wealth of Tagus' golden sand; 
Iter's the bright gems that glow in India's soil ; 
Her's the black sons of Afric's sultry land. 

To please her eye let every loom contend; 
For her be rifled Ocean's pearly bed : 
But where, alas ! would idle Fancy tend, 
And soothe with dreams a youthful poet's head : 

Bb2 



294 



ton num. 



Let others buy the cold unloving maid, 

In forc'd embraces act the tyrant's part, 

While I their selfish luxury upbraid, 

And scorn the person where I doubt the heart 

Thus warm'd by pride I think I lore no more, 
And hide in threats the weakness of my mind: 
In vain— though Reason fly the hated door, . 
Yet Love, the coward Love ! still lags behind* 



ELEGY IU. 

HE TfFB RAIDS Aim TBRRATRITS TBI ATARXCB OF VKUJ, 
AITS &B80LTOS TO Q.VIT HSR. 

Should Jove descend in floods of liquid ore, 
And golden torrents stream from every part, 
That craving bosom still would heave for more : 
Not all the gods could satisfy thy heart. 

But may thy folly, which can thus disdain 
My honest love, the mighty wrong repay ! 
May midnight fire involve thy sordid gain, 
And on the shining heaps of rapine prey ! 

.May all the youths, like me, by love deceived, 
Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom ! 
And when thou dy'st, may not one heart be grieved, 
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb ! 

But the deserving, tender, generous, maid, 
Whose only care is her poor lover's mind, 
Though ruthless Age may bid her beauty fade, 
In every friend to Vwe * Snsrai ^aail find : 
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when the lamp of fife will bum no more, 
ti dead she seems as in a gentle sleep j 
pitying neighbour shall her loss deplore, 
round the bier assembled lovers weep. 

. flowery garlands each revolving Tear 
strow the grave where Truth and Softness res* 
l, home returning, drop the pious, tear, 
bid the turf lie easy on her breast. 



ELEGY IF. 
:s mxwD, wRirni furmut thb cojjujuu 

OP A LOWS IFDIiPOBITIOJr. 

ls calm you sit beneath your secret shade, 
lose in pleasing thought the summer-day, 
:mpt the wish of some unpractised maid, 
se heart at once inclines and fears to stray. 

sprightly vigour of my youth is fled; 
sly and sick, on death is all my thought : 
spare, Persephone ! this guiltless head ; 
too much love, is all thy suppliant's fault. 

irgin's easy faith I e'er betray'd ; 
ongue ne'er boasted of a feign'd embrace; 
ioisons in the cup have I convey'd, 
veil'd destruction with a friendly face. 

ecret horrors gnaw this quiet breast ; 
pious hand ne'er robb'd the sacred fane ; 
er disturb'd the gods' eternal rest 
i curses loud— but oft have pray'd in vain ! . 



No stealth of Time has thinn'd my flowing 
Nor age yet bent me with I us iron hand ; 
Ah J why so soon the tender blossom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand 

Ye gods, whoe'er in gloomy shades below 
Now slowly tread your melancholy round, 
Now wandering view the baleful rivers flo 
And, musing hearken to their solemn aoui 

Oh ! let me atill enjoy the cheerful day, 
Till, many years unheeded o'er me roll'd; 
Pleas 1 d in my age, I trifle life away, 
And tell how much weloVd, ere I grew o 

But you who, now with festive garland'* s 
In chase of pleasure the gay momenta ape 
By quick enjoyment heal love's pleasing- v 
And grieve for nothing but your absent frl 



ELEGY V. 

THE LOVER IS AT FIRST INTRODUCED SPEAK! 1! 
SERVANT; HE AFTERWARDS ADDRESSES HI] 
HIS MISTRESS ; AND AT EAST THERE IS A f 
INTERVIEW BETWEEN TBEX. 

With wine, more wine, deceive thy maste 
Till creeping slumber soothe his troubled 
Let not a whisper stir the silent air, 
W hapless Love a-whaite «KvgsoX\& rest 
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Untoward guards beset my Cynthia's doors, 
And cruel locks the* imprison'd fair conceal : 
May lightnings blast whom Love in vain implores, 
And Jove's own thunder rive those bolts of steel ! 

Ah, gentle door ! attend my humble call, 
Nor let thy sounding hinge our thefts betray ; 
So all my curses far from thee shall fall : 
We angry lovers mean not half we say. 

Remember now the flowery wreaths I gave 
When first I told thee of my bold desires ; 
Nor thou, O Cynthia ! fear the watchful slave ; 
"Venus will favour what herself inspires. 

She guides the youth who see not where they tread ; 
She shows the virgin how to turn the door : 
Softly to steal from off her silent bed, 
And not a step betray her on the floor. 

The fearless lover wants no beam of light ; 
The robber knows him, nor obstructs his way : 
Sacred he wanders through the pathless night, 
belongs to Venus, and can never stray. 

* •com the chilling wind and beating rain, 
**or heed cold watchings on the dewy ground, 
*f all the hardships I for love sustain 
^ith love's victorious joys at last be crown'd. 

^ith sudden step let none our bliss surprise, 
Of check the freedom of secure delight — 
&«ah man, beware ! and shut thy curious eyes, 
*-est angry Venus snatch their guilty sight. 
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But should'st thou see, the' important secret hid* 
Though questkm'd by the Power* of earth mi 
heaven ; 

The prating tongue shall Love's revenge abide, 

Still sue for grace, and never be forgiven. 

A wizard-dame, the lover's ancient friend, 
With magic charm has deaft thy husband's ear ; 
At her command I saw the stars descend, 

And winged lightnings stop in mid career. 

I saw her stamp, and cleave the soEd ground^ . 
While ghastly spectres round u> wildly rosins 
I saw them hearken to her potent sound* . 
Till, scaled at day, they sought their dreary hflSM 

At her command the vigorous Summer pines. 
And wintry clouds obscure the hopeful year* 
At her strong bidding gloomy Winter shines, 
And vernal roses on the snows appear. 

She gave these charms which I on thee bestow; 
They dim the eye, and dull the jealous mind ; 
For me they make a husband nothing know : 
For me, and only me, they make him blind. 

But what did most this faithful heart surprise, 
She boasted that her skill could set it free ; 
This faithful heart the boasted freedom flies ; 
How could it venture to abandon thee ? 
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ELEGY VI. 

DJURES DELIA TO PITT HIM BT THEIE FRIEND - 
SHIP WITH C JSLIA, WHO WAS LATELY BEAD. 

ubakds would seek the lasting peace of death, 
in that harbour shun the storm of care ; 
aous Hope still holds the fleeting breath ; 
tells them still — To-morrow will be fair. 

tells me, Delia, I shall thee obtain ; 
can I listen to her syren song, 
» seven slow months have dragged my painful 
chain, 

ong thy lover, and despis'd so long ? 

ill the joys thy dearest Cxlia gave, 
not her once-lov'd friend unpitied burn ; 
nay her ashes find a peaceful grave, 
. sleep uninjurM in their sacred urn. 

tier I first avow'd my timorous flame ; 
nursM my hopes, and taught me how to sue ; 
still would pity what the wise might blame, 
1 feel for weakness which she never knew. 

do not grieve the dear lamented shade, 
t, hovering round us, all my sufferings hears ' 

is my saint— to her my prayers are made, 
it oft repeated gifts of flowers and tears. 

ler sad tomb at midnight I retire, 

lonely sitting by the silent stone, 
1 it all the griefs my wrongs inspire ; 

marble image seems to hear my moan. 



Thy friend's pale ghost shall rex thy sleepiest fcesY 

And stand before thee all in virgin white ; 
That ruthless bosom will disturb the dead, . 
And call forth pity from eternal night : 

* Cease, cruel Man ! the mournful theme {brbear; 
Though much thou suffer, to thyself complain:. 
Ah ! to recal the sad remembrance spare; , , - 
One tear from her U more than all thy -pain, - 



ELEGY VII. 
ok Delia's Bxnro in the couittht, wiieee O at- 

POSES SHE STATS TO SXX THE BLUtTXST. 

Now Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air, 

Dull are the hearts that still in Town remain ; 
Venus herself attends on Delia there, 
And Cupid sports amid the silvan train. 

Oh ! with what joy my Delia to behold, 
I'd press the spade, or wield the weighty prong, 
Guide the slow ploughshare through the stubborn 
mould, 

And patient goad the loitering ox along ! 

The scorching heats I'd carelessly despise, 
Nor heed the blisters on my tender hand : 
The great Apollo wore the same disguise, 
Like me subdued to Love's supreme command. 

No healing herbs could soothe their master's pain; 

The art of physic lost and useless lay ; 

To Peneus' stream, axvATem^%«&ajiy plain, 

He drove bis herds bexv^Xk wsDfia&fc ^ \ 
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a bleating lamb in either arm, 
tiing Sister saw him pace along; 
d his voice the silent valley charm, 
ng oxen broke the tender song. 

re his triumphs ? where his warlike toil ? 
\y his darts the crested Python slain ! 
re his Delphi, his delightful isle ? 
. himself has grown a cottage-swain. 

i ! in your golden fields no more 
rvest's cheerful pomp my fair detain — 
hat for lost Proserpina you bore, 
mother's anguish feel my pain. 

;r fathers left their fields unsown; 
od was acorns, love their sole employ : 
t, they lik'd; they staid but till alone, 
ach valley snatch'd the honest joy. 

ful guard, no doors, to stop desire ; 
appy times ! — But oh ! I fondly rave : 
to Delia: all her eyes inspire 
HI plough or dig as Delia's slave. 



ELEGY VIII. 

PAIRS THAT HE SHALL SVSB POSSESS DELIA. 

it avails thy lover's pious care ? 
ti incense clouds the sky in vain : 
Ith nor greatness was his idle pray'r ; 
alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain. 

cm cc 
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With thee I hopM to waste the pleating day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was past, 
Tlien, old with love, insensibly decay, 
And on thy bosom gently breathe my last. 

I scorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life ; 
I only ask to live my Delia's slave, 
And when I long have servM her, call her wife. 

I only ask, of her I love possess'd, 
To sink, overcome with bliss, in safe repose; 
To strain her yielding beauties to my breast, 
And kiss her wearied eyelids till they close. 

Attend, O Juno ! with thy sober ear ; 
Attend, gay Venus! parent of Desire : 
This one fond wish if you refuse to hear, 
Oli ! let me with this sigh of love expire. 



ELEGY IX. 

HE HAS LOST DELIA. 

He who could first two gentle hearts unbind, 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 
Hard was the man ; but harder, in my mind, 
The lover still, who died not of despair. 

With mean disguise, let others nature hide. 
And mimic virtue with the paint of art ! 
I scorn the cheat of reason's foolish pride, 
A nd boast the graceful weakness of my heart. 
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Che more I think, the more I feel my pain, 
tad learn the more each heavenly charm to prize; 
ffhile fools, too light for passion, safe remain, 
tad doll sensation keeps the stupid wise. 

lad is my day, and sad my lingering night, 
When wrapt in silent grief I weep alone : 
)elia is lost, and all my past delight 
i now the source of unavailing moan. 

JThere is the wit that heightened beauty's charms t 
{There is the face that fed my longing eyes ? 
¥here is the shape that might have bless'd my arms? 
¥here all those hopes relentless Fate denies ? 

When spent with endless grief I die at last, 
3etia may come* and see my poor remains — 
)h, DeHa ! after such an absence past, 
}anst thou still love, and not forget my pains ? 

Wilt thou in tears thy lovers corse attend, 
SVith eyes averted light the solemn pyre, 
rill all around the doleful flames ascend, 
rhen slowly sinking" by degrees expire ? 

To soothe the hovering soul be thine the care, 
l¥ith plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
[n sable weeds the golden vase to bear, 
tad cull my ashes with thy trembling hand ! 

Panchaia's odours be their costly feast, 
tad all the pride of Asia's fragrant year : 
Give them the treasures of the furthest East, 
And, what is still more precious, give thy tear. 
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Dying for thee there is in death a pride : 
Let all the world thy hapless lover know ; 
No silent urn the noble passion hide, 
But, deeply graven, thus my suffering show: 

' Here lies a youth borne down with love and care 
He could not long his Delia's loss abide ; 
Joy left his bosom with the parting fair, 
And when he durst no longer hope— he died.* 



ELEGY 
oir Delia's birth-bat. 

This day, which saw my Delia's beauty rise, 
Shall more than all our sacred days be blessM ; 
The world, enamour'd of her lovely eyes, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her breast. 

By all our guarded sighs and hid desires, 
Oh may our guiltless love be still the same ! 
I burn, and glory in the pleasing fires, 
If Delia's bosom share the mutual flame. 

Thou happy genius of her natal hour, 
Accept her incense, if her thoughts be kind ! 
But let her court in vain thy angry pow'r, 
If all our vows are blotted from her mind. 

• See-the beau tifa I little Elegy addressed by Salpicia to Ceri* 
that, translated from Tibullus, la Lord Littleton's Poems. 
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iou, O Venus! hear my righteous pray'r, 
d the shepherdess, or loose the swain: 
ther guard them both with equal care, 
;t them die together in thy chain. 

I demand perhaps her heart desires, 
rghvfears her nicer tongue restrain : 
scret thoughts which blushing Love inspires, 
onscious eye can full as well explain. 



ELEGY XL 

T LOVERS GOING TO WAR; IK WHICH BE PHI- 
PH1CALLY PREFERS LOVE AKB DELIA TO THE 
B SERIOUS VANITIES OP THE WORLD. 

an who sharpen'd first the warlike steel, 
ell and deadly was his iron heart ! 
jre the wound encountering nations feel, 
eath grew stronger by his fatal art. 

•t from steel debate 4 and battle rose : 
)ld o'erturns the even scale of life : 
i is free to all ; and none were foes, 
irtial Luxury began the strife. 

•oil and victory adorn the bold, 
I, inglorious, neither hope nor fear ; 
the thirst of honour, thirst of gold, 

r my absence Delia lose a tear. 
Cc2 
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Why should the lover quit his pleasing home 
In search of danger on some foreign ground, 
Tar from his weeping fair ungrateful roam. 
And risk in every stroke a double wound ? 

Ah! better far, beneath the spreading shade 
With cheerful friends to drain the sprightly b< 
To sing the beauties of my darling maid, 
And on the sweet idea feast my soul: 

Then, full of love, to all her charms, retire, 
And fold her blushing to my eager breast, 
Till, quite o'ercome with softness, with desire 
Like me she pants, she faints, and sinks to rest 



ELEGY XII. 

TO DELIA. 

No second love shall e'er my heart surprise ; 
This solemn league did first our passion bind : 
Thou, only thou, canst please thy lover's eyes 
Thy voice alone can soothe his troubled mind. 

Oh, that thy charms were only fair to me ! 
Displease all others, and secure my rest. 
No need of envy : — Let me happy be, 
I little care that others know me bless'd. 

With thee in gloomy deserts let me dwell, 
Where never human footsteps mark'd the groi 
Thou, light of life ! all darkness canst expel, 
And seem a world, with solitude around. 
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I gay too much — my heedless words restore ; 
My tongue undoes me in this loving hour : 
Thou know'st thy strength, and thence insulting 
more 

Will make me feel the weight of all thy pow'r. 

Whatever I feel, thy slave I will remain, 

Nor fly the burden I am form'd to bear : 

In chains I'll sit me down at Venus' fane ; 

She knows my wrongs, and will regard my pray'r. 



ELEGY XIII. 

BE IMAGINES HIMSELF MARRIED TO DELIA, AND THAT, 
COJTTEWT WITH EACH OTHER, THEY ABE RETIRED 
IHTO THE COUNTRY. 

Let others boast their heaps of shining gold, 
And view their fields with waving plenty crown'd, 
Whom neighbouring foes in constant terror hold, 
And trumpets break their slumbers, never sound : 

While, calmly poor, I trifle life away, 
Enjoy sweet leisure by my cheerful fire, 
No wanton hope my quiet shall betray, 
But, cheaply bless'd, I'll scorn each vain desire. 

With timely care 111 sow my little field, 
, And plant my orchard with its master's hand, 
Nor blush to spread the hay, the hook to wield. 
Or range my sheaves along the sunny land. 
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If late at dusk, while carelessly I roam, 
1 meet a strolling kid or bleating lamb, 
Under my arm I'll bring the wanderer home, 
And not a little chide its thoughtless dam. 

What joy to hear the tempest howl in vain, 

And clasp a fearful mistress to my breast ! t 

Or lulTd to slumber by the beating rain, 

Secure and happy, sink at last to rest ! s 

Or if the sun in flaming Leo ride, 

By shady rivers indolently stray, 

And with my Delia, walking side by side, 

Hear how they murmur as they glide away * 

What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 

To stop, and gaze on Delia as I go ! 

To mingle sweet discourse with kisses sweet, ' 

And teach ray lovely scholar all I know. 

Thus plcas'd at heart, and not with Fancy's dream, 
In silent happiness I rest unknown; 
Content with what I am, not what I seem : 
I live for Delia and myself alone. 

Ah, foolish man ! who thus of her possessed 
Could float and wander with Ambition's wind ? 
And, if his outward trappings spoke him bless'd, 
Not heed the sickness of his conscious mind. 

With her I scorn the idle breath of Praise, 
Nor trust to happiness tliat's not our own : 
The smile of Fortune might suspicion raise, 
But here I know wc&Yw'd alone. 
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ihope,* in wisdom as in wit divine, 

t rise and plead Britannia's glorious cause, 

h steady rein his eager wit confine, 

ile manly sense the deep attention draws : 

Stanhope speak his listening Country's wrongs, 
humble voice shall please one partial maid ; 

her alone I pen my tender songs, 
urely sitting in his friendly shade. 

ihope shall come and grace his rural friend : 
ia shall wonder at her noble guest, 
h blushing awe the riper fruit commend* 
I for her husband's patron cull Mie best. 

's be the care of all my little train 
ile I with tender indolence am bless'd, 
: favourite subject of her gentle reign, 
love alone distinguish^ from the rest. 

her I'll yoke my oxen to the plough, 
loomy forests tend my lonely flock ; 
her a goat-herd climb the mountain's brow* 
1, sleep extended on the naked rock. 

! what avails to press the stately bed, 

1 far from her 'mid tasteless grandeur weep ; 

marble fountains lay the pensive head, 

i while they murmur, strive in vain to sleep ? 

iia alone can please and never tire, 
teed the paint of thought in true delight : 
th her enjoyment wakens new desire, 
J equal rapture glows through every night. 
• Earl of Chesterfield. 



*1* irnnwumm* 

Mm and wo n her dike oo ato rti 
Tocj icy and to fix the abd; 

nqn a, rtrea^ and Wf Asm 
i ec joyiox* aod reason joim'd. 

Ob her IH gaze when others' tares are *4 
And dying press her with my day-cold ha 
Thou weep'st already a* I were no mors* 
Nor cut that gentle breast the thought wit 

when I die» nv latest moments apsirei 
r let thy i fn harper torments H 
nor hurt thhk Aowii 
j c ^ tool shafl tare the* 

Oh! quit the room; ohl cniit th e deathful 
Or thou wilt die, so tender is thy heart : 
Oh ! leave me, Delia ! ere thou see me de 
These weeping friends will do thy mournf 

Let them, extended on the decent bier, 
Convey the corse in melancholy state, 
Through all the village spread the tender 
While pitying maids our wondrous loves r 



ELEGY XIV. 

TO DELIA. 

What scenes of bliss my raptured fancy frs 
In some lone spot with Peace and thee ret 
Though reason then my sanguine fondness 
J still believ'd wbat flattering Lore inspir** 
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iJut now my wrongs have taught my humbled mind 
"To dangerous bliss no longer to pretend ; 
In books a calm but fix'd content to find ; 
Safe joys ! that on ourselves alone depend. 

With them the gentle moments I beguile 
In learned ease and elegant delight, 
Compare the beauties of each different style, 
Each various ray of Wit's diffusive light. 

Now mark the strength of Milton's sacred lines. 
Sense rais'd by genius, fancy rul'd by art, 
Where all the glory of the Godhead shines, 
And earliest innocence enchants the heart. 

Now, firM by Pope and Virtue, leave the ag€ 
In low pursuit of self-undoing wrong ; 
And trace the author through his moral page, 
Whose blameless life still answers to his song. 

If time and books my lingering pain can heal, 
And reason fix its empire o'er my heart : 
My patriot breast a noble warmth shall feel, 
And glow with love, where weakness has no part 

Thy heart, O Lyttelton ! shall be my guide ; 
Its fires shall warm me and its worth improve : 
Thy heart ! above all envy and all pride, 
Firm as man's sense, and soft as woman's love. 

And you, O West ! with her your partner dear, 
Whom social mirth and useful sense commend, 
With Learning's feast my drooping mind shall cheer.. 
Glad to escape from Love to such a friend. 
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But why so long my weaker heart deceive ? 
Ah ! still I love in pride and reason's spite : 
No books, alas ! my painful thoughts relieve. 
And, while I threat, this Elegy I write. 



ELEGY XT. 

TO DELIA. 

In the manner Ovid. 

sat, thou dear possessor of my breast J 
Where's now my boasted liberty and rest ? m 
Where the gay moments which I once have known? 
O, where that heart I fondly thought my own ? 
From place to place I solitary roam, 

Abroad uneasy, nor content at home. 

1 scorn the beauties common eyes adore ; 

The more I view them, feel thy worth the more : 
Unmov'd I hear them speak, or see them fair, 
And only think on thee — who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal succour lend ; 
Nor Wit nor Wisdom can relieve their friend : 
Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure, 
And Wisdom shows the ill without the cure. 
When from thy sight I waste the tedious day, 
A thousand schemes I form and things to say ; 
But when thy presence gives the time I seek, 
My heart's so full, I wish, but cannot speak. 

And could 1 speak with eloquence and ease, 
Till now not studious of the art to please, 
Could I, at woman who so oft exclaim, 
Expose (nor blush) thy triumph and my shame. 
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e those maxims I so lately priz'd, 
ourt that sex I foolishly despisM, 
hou hast softn'd my obdurate mind, 
tius revengM the wrongs of woman kind r 
rare my words and fruitless aU my pain ; 

I to tell thee, all I write in Tain: 
anble sighs shall only reach thine ears, 

II my eloquence shall be my teats, 

I now (for more I never must pretend) 
ne not as thy lover* but thy friend : 
ands will fain thy little heart ensnare, 
ithout danger, none like thee are fair ; 
sely choose who best deserves thy flame* 

II the choice itself become Ay fame ; 
it despise, though void of winning art, 
lain and honest courtship of the heart : 
rilful tongue in Love's persuasive lore, 

h less it feels, will please and flatter more, 
leanly learned in that guilty trade, 
ng abuse a fond unthinking maid, 
nee their lips so knowing to deceive, 
lexperiene'd youth might soon believe : 
nee their tears, in false submission dress'd, 
thaw the icy coldness of thy breast ; 
it thine eyes to such deceitful woe : 
t by the beauty of thy outward show, 
le they do not love, whatever they seem ; 
le— with passion founded on esteem. 
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JLATSWEB TO ELEQT XT. 

BY TBI LATE IABB SBBTBT. 

Too well these fines that fatal truth declare 
Which long INre known, yet now I MoshtokiSjr. 
But say whit hopes thy fond ifl-latcd love ? - 
What can it hope, though inutnal ft should pit* ? 
This little form is fair in rain for you. 
In vain for me thy honest heart is true; 
» For wouldst thou fix dishonour on my name, 
And give me up to penitence and shame? 
Or gild my ruin with the name of Wife* 
And make me a poor virtuous wretch for fife? 
CouM'st thou suhmit to wear the mmi li a gfKih s fi , 
(Too sure a cure for all thy present pain) 
No saffron robe for us the godhead wears. 
His torch inverted and his face in tears. 
Though every softer wish were amply crows/d, 
Love soon would cease to smile where Fortune 
frown'd: 

Then would thy soul my fond consent deplore, 
And blame what it solicited before ; 
Thy own exhausted would reproach my truth, 
And say I had undone thy blinded youth : 
That I had damp'd Ambition's nobler flame, 
Eclips'd thy talents and obscurM thy fame ; 
To madrigals and odes that wit confin'd, 
That would in senates or in courts have shin'd, 
Gloriously active in thy country's cause, 
Asserting freedom, and enacting laws. 

Or say, at best, that negatively kind 
You only mourn* & wgntfd% 
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The jealous demons in my own own fond breast 1 
Would all these thoughts incessantly suggest, P 
A.nd all that sense must feel, though pity had sup-f 
pressed. I 
Set added grief my apprehension fills 
(If there can be addition to those ills) 
When they shall cry, whose harsh reproof I dread, 
1 Twas thy own deed : thy folly on thy head !' 
Age knows not to allow for thoughtless youth, 
Nor pities tenderness, nor honours truth ; 
Holds it romantic to confess a heart, 
And says,those virgins act a wiser part, 
Who hospitals and bedlams would explore 
To find the rich, and only dread the poor; 
Who, legal prostitutes, for interest sake 
Dlodios and Timons to their bosoms take, 
tad, if avenging Heav'n permit increase, 
People the world with folly and disease, 
rhose titles, deeds, and rent rolls, aftly wed, 
Whilst the best bidder mounts the irenal bed; 
And the grave aunt and formal sire approve 
This nuptial sale, this auction of their love. 
But if regard to worth or sense be shown, 
That poor degenerate child her friends disown, 
Who dares to deviate by a virtuous choice 
Prom her great name's hereditary voice. 

These scenes my prudence ushers to my mind 
Of all the storms and quicksands I must find, 
If I embark upon this summer-sea, 
Where Flattery smooths,and Pleasureguildsthe way 
Had our ill fate ne'er blown thy dangerous flame 
Beyond the limits of a friend's cold name, 
1 might upon that score thy heart receive, 
-^ad with that guiltless name my own deceive. 
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Thit commerce now in run you i 
I dread the latent lover in the friend: 
Of ignorance I want the poor excuse* 
And know I both must take, or both refine* 

Here then the safe, the firm resolve I mate, 
Ne'er to encourage one I must forsake. 
'Whilst other maids a shameless path pmsn, ' 
Neither to interest nor to honour true, 
And, proud to swell the triumph of their eyes, 
Exult in love from lovers they despise ; 
Their maxims all revers*d I mean to prove, 
And though I like the lover, quit the love. 



ELEGY XVI. 

TO KB. GSOROS ORIOTTKLX. 

Oh ! form'd alike to serve us and to please ; 
Polite with honesty, and learn'd with ease ; 
With heart to act, with genius to retire ; 
Open, yet wise ; though gentle, full of fire : 
With thee I scorn the low constraint of art, 
Nor fear to trust the follies of my heart : 
Hear then from what my long despair arose, 
The faithful story of a lover's woes. — 
When in a sober melancholy hour, 
Beduc'd by sickness under reason's power, 
I view'd my state, too little weigh'd before, 
And Love himself could flatter me no more, 
My Delia's hopes I would no more deceive, 
But whom my passion hurt through friendship leav 
I chose the coldest words my heart to hide, 
And cure hex sex'a -weakxvwa through its pride. 
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prudence which I taught I ill pursued; 

chum my reason broke my heart renewed. 
"*fcain subnrissive to her feet I came, 

provM too well my passion by my shame; 
^hile she, secure in coldness or disdain, 
forgot my love, or triumph'd in its pain ; 
Began with higher views her thoughts to raise, 
And scorn'd the humble poet of her praise : 
She let each little lie o'er truth prevail, 
And strengthened by her faith each groundless tale ; 
BefierM the grossest arts that Malice tried. 
Nor once in thought was on her lover's side. 
Oh ! where were then the scenes of fancied fife ? 
Oh! where the friend, the mistress, and the wife? 
Her yens of promised love were quickly passed; 
Not two revolving moons could see them hstj*—-" 
To Stowe's delightful scenes I now repair, 
In Cobham's smile to lose the gloom of care ; 
Nor fear that he my weakness should despise, 
In nature learned, and humanely wise. 
There Pitt,* in manners soft, in friendship warm, 
With mild advice my listening grief shall charm : 
With sense to counsel and with wit to please ; 
A Roman's virtue with a courtier's ease. 
Nor you, my friend ! whose heart is still at rest, 
Contemn the human weakness of my breast: 
Reason may chide the fault she cannot cure, 
And pains which long we scorn'd, we oft endure. 
Though wiser cares employ your studious mind, 
Form'd with a soul so elegantly kind, 
Tour breast may lose the calm it long has known, 
And learn my woes to pity, by its own. 

• WiffitaPki, fa* I*rtoC Cartas*. 

Dd2 




PROLOG VB 

TO LILLYS ELMSUIC, 

mo. 

No labour *d scenes to-night adorn our stage; 
Lillo's plain sense would here the Ik- art engftj 
l(e knew no art, no rule ; but warmly though 
From passion's force, and us he felt he wrote, 
His Barnwell once no critic's test could bear, 
Yet from each eye still draws the natural teal 
With generous candour hear his latest strains 

£eprets^ 

Dying he wrote, and dying wish'd to please 
Oh ! may that wish be now humanely paid, 
And no harsh critic vex his gentle shade. 
a Tis yours his unsupported fame to save, 
And bid one laurel grace his humble grave. 
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LIFE OF SOMERYILE. 



ELLIAM SOMERYILE was born, if we may 
tre his own account, upon the banks of the 
n 9 in 1692. He entered Winchester school, 
became fellow of New College. His estate 
in Warwickshire, where he was known as a 
rable poet, a skilful justice of the peace, and 
til more skilful follower of game. He must 
i betaken himself to worse courses in the latter 
of his life ; for, though his income amounted to 
en hundred pounds a year, he was, at his death, 
roned by the officers of that justice, which he 
formerly contributed to administer. His friend 
istone tells us, that * he was forced to drink him- 
into pains of the body, in order to get rid of 
pains of the mind/ He died July 19, 1742. 
he poetry of Somervile is a smooth and co- 
s stream ; seldom flowing with rapidity, and 
»times taking a turn, which is little calculated 
Ivance its progress. He was too fond of blank 
e. Words were always at his command ; and, 
n free from the restraint of rhyme, he was 
pted to use them in too great abundance, and 
re there is little occasion. He has judiciously 
len to be the poet of rural life, with which he 
most acquainted ; and, though he seldom en- 
tens us with a new thought, or a new expres- 
, it is confessed, that he always writes with a 
plete knowledge of his subject. 
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ENCOMIUMS ON SOMERVILE. 



TO WILLIAM SOMERVILE, ESQ. 
ON HIS POEM 
CAJJLSD 

THE CHASE. 

While you, sir, gain the steep ascent to fame, 
And honours due to deathless merit claim ; 
T6 a weak JMuse a kind indulgence lend, -\ 
Fond with just praise your labours to commend, C 
And tell the world, that Somsbvile's her friend. J 
Her incense, guiltless of the forms of art, 
Breathes all the huntsman's honesty of heart ? 
Whose fancy still the pleasing scene retains 
Of Edric's villa and Ardenna's plains : 
Joys, which from change superior charms receiv'd. 
The horn hoarse sounding by the lyre reliev'd : 
When the day crown'd with rural chaste delight, 
Resigns obsequious to the festive night ; 
The festive night awakes the' harmonious lay, 
And in sweet verse recounts the triumphs of the day. 
Strange ! that the British Muse should leave so 
long, 

The Chase, the sport of Britiain's kings, unsung-. 
Distinguished land ? by Heave* indulgM to breed 
The stout sagacious hound, and generous stecc 1 
Vol. XVn. E r 
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In vain! while yet no bard adorn'd our isle, 
To celebrate the glorious attVan toil. 
For this what darling sob shall feel thy lire, 
God of the* anenuif bow, and tuneful lyre ?— ■ 
Oar vows are heard--Attend» ye Tocal throngs 
Somerrile meditate* the 9 adfCMUmnis aong: 
Bold to attempt, and happy to excel, 
Hit numerous ▼ersc the huntsman's art shall tclL 
From him, ye British youths, a vigorous race, 
Imbibe the ration* science of the Chase ; 
And while the weK-pkanM system you adtnre, 
Know Brunswick only could the work inspire: 
A Georgic Muse awaits Augustan days, 
And 8otncrviles will sing, when Fredericks gire tl 
bays. 




TO THE AUTHOR 
or 

THE CILICE. 

Oirci more, my Mend, I touch the trembling lyfl 
And in my bosom feel poetic fire, 
For thee I quit the Law's more rugged ways, 
To pay my humble tribute to thy lays. 
What, though I daily turn each learned sage, 
And labour through the unenlighten'd page: 
Wsk'd by thy lines, the borrowed flames I feel, 
As flints give fire when aided by the steel. 
Though in sulphureous clouds of smoke confin'd, 
Thy rural scene springs fresh into my mind : 
Thy genius in such colours paints the Chase, 
The real to uofttaws ^vve place. 
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the wild music charra9 my ravish'd ear, 
lull, how tasteless Handel's notes appear ! 
•'arinelli's self the palm resigns, 
ilds — but to the music of thy lines, 
nds to poetry can yet be found, 
without blushing, sense prefer to sound; 
let this soft, this soul-enfeebling band, 
warbling, minstrels quit the beggarM land, 
but a momentary joy impart, 
ou, who touch the soul, and warm the heart 
empting do thy silvan sports appear ! 
vild ambition might vouchsafe an ear ; 
her fond lust of power a while compose, 
ladly change it for thy sweet repose, 
rce, unruly senates, threaten here, 
e, no scaffold, to the view appear, C 
vy, disappointment, and despair. J 
bless'd vicissitude, whene'er you please, 
:ep from exercise to learned ease ; 
o'er each classic page, each beauty trace, 
lind unwearied in the pleasing Chase. 
r ould kind Heaven such happiness bestow, 
ols, let knaves, be masters here below ! 
eur and place, those baits to catch the wise, 
11 their pageant train, I pity and despise. 



J. TRACT. 



TO WILLIAM 8QMBMVZLB, ESQ. 



of waawiexarau 
0» fwatiaj tmrisf ff Mr escaOn* Pfcm* 
BY ALLAN RAMS AY. 

Sra, I have read and much admire 

Tour Muse's gay and easy flow, 
Warm'd with that true Idafian fire 

That givea the bright and cheerful glow. 

I con'd each line with joyous care, 

As I can such from sun to sun, 
And, like the glutton o'er his fare 

Delicious, thought them too soon done. 

The witty smile, nature, and art, 
In all your numbers so combine, 

As to complete their just desert, 
And grace them with uncommon shine. 

Delighted we your Muse regard, 

When she, like Pindar's, spreads her wings 
And virtue, being its own reward, 

Expresses by * The Sister Springs.'* 

Emotions tender crowd the mind 
When with the royal bard you go, 

To sigh in notes divinely kind 
' The mighty fall'n on Mount Gilboa.' 
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Much surely was the virgin's joy 
Who with the Iliad had your lays, 
• For ere and since the siege of Troy 
We all delight in love and praise. 

These heaven-born passions, such desire, 
I never yet could think a crime, 

But first-rate virtues, which inspire 
The soul to reach at the sublime. 

But often men mistake the way, 
And pump for fame by empty boast ; 

like your * Gilt Ass,' who stood to bray, 
Till in a flame his tail he lost. 

Him ( The 9 incurious Bencher 9 hits 
With his own tale so tight and clean, 

That while 1 read, streams gush, by fits, 
Of hearty laughter from my een. 

Old Chaucer, bard of vast ingine, 
Fontaine and Prior, who have sung 

Blithe tales the best, had they heard thine 
On Lob, they'd own'd themselves outdone. 

The plot's pursued with so much glee, 
The too officious 'Dog and Priest, 9 

The ' Squire oppress*©*,' I own, for me, 
I never heard a better jest. 

Pope well describ'd an Ombre game, 
And * King revenging Captive Queen ;' 

He merits*, but had one more fame 
If author of your ' Bowling-Green.' 
Ee2 
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You paint your parties, play each bewj. 
So natural, just, and with such ease, 

That while I read, upon my soul, 
I wonder how I chance to please! 

Yet I hare pleesM, and please the best; 

And laurels sure to me belong, 
Since British fair, and 'mongst the best, 

Somervile*a consort likes my song. 

Ravish'd I heard the* harmonious mir 
Sing, like s dweller of the sky, 
" My verses with a Scotian air j 
Then saints were not so btesVd as I. 

In her the valued charms unite ; 

She really is what all would seem ; 
Gracefully handsome, wise, and sweet * 

'Tis merit to have her esteem. 

Your noble kinsman, her lovM mate, 
Whose worth claims all the world's respect. 

Met in her love a smiling fate, 
Which has, and must have, good effect. 

You both from one great lineage spring, 
Both from De Somervile, who came 

With William, England's conquering king, 
To win fair plains and lasting fame. 

Which 'nour he left to's eldest son : 
That first-born chief you represent : 

His second came to Caledon, 
From whom out Samet v Afc \aJw& 
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On him and you may Fate bestow 
Sweet balmy health and cheerful fire, 

As long 's ye'd wish to live below, 
Still bless'd with all you would desire. 

O, sir ! oblige the world, and spread 
In print those and your other lays ; 

This shall be betterM while they're read, 
And after-ages sound your praise. 

I could enlarge — but if I should 

On what you've wrote, my Ode would run 
Too great a length — Your thoughts so crowd, 

To note them all I'd ne'er have done. 

Accept this offering of a Muse, 
Who on her Pictland hills ne'er tires; 

Nor should (when worth invites) refuse 
To sing the person she admires.' 



PREFACE. 



Tbs old and infirm have at least this prifflege, 
that they can reoal to their minds those scesss sf 
joy in which they once delighted; and raM 
over their past pleasures, with a satisfaction afctaft 

equal to the first enjoyment. For. those ides* 
which any agreeable sensation is annexed, are eaty 
excited ; as leaving behind the most strong and per* 
manent impressions. The amusements of our y ss ft 
are the boast and comfort of our declining jipfc 
The ancients carried this notion even yetfur«r» 
and supposed their heroes in the Erjnrian. fields ICR 
fond of the very same diversions they exercised as 
earth. Death itself could not wean them from tbs 
accustomed sports and gaieties of life. 

Par* in gramineu exerctnt membra palasttri*, 
Centendunt ludo, el futva luctcmtur arena : 
Par* pcdibut plaudunt c/urea*, et carmina t&cunt, 
Arma procul currutque virum ndraier inane*. 
Slant terra deflxas hasten, (Kurimque ttfttff 
Per campo* patcuntur equu Qua! gratia currum 
Armorumqueftdt vivis, qua cura n&cntet 
Patcere equ§* t eadem *equUur ttUurt refmf* 

Vkg.JfceidVI. 

Part on the gnus? cirque their pliant limbs 
In wrestling exercise, or on the sands 
Struggling dispute the \axtVead the rings 
Or swell the cfcora itth ita«ras.\»>*iv 
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The chief their torn* admires, their oftjr iMt 
Th^ lane* fix* in earth* 1W «nhame«\l Keats 
Ome tumttrrart j horses, and ears, and inu, 

Stifl hunt their shades, and after doth sorriTe; 

ope therefore I may be indulged (even by the 
re grave and censorious part of mankind) i£ at 
leisure hours, I run oyer, in my elbow-chair, 
Be of those Chases, which were once the delight 
sv Incite vigorous age. It is, an entertaining^ and 

I conceive) a very innocent amusement The 
nft of these rambling, imaginations will be found 
the following poem ; which, if equally diverting 
my readers as to myselfi I shall hare gained 
'end. I hare intermixed the preceptive parts 
ix so many descriptions and digressions in the 
orgic manner* that I hope they win not be 
ions. I am sure they are very necessary to be 

II understood by any gentleman, who would 
joy this noble sport in full perfection. In this 
least I may comfort myselg that I cannot tres- 
is upon their patience more than Markham, 
>me, and the other prose-writers upon this 
yect. 

t is most certain, that hunting was the exercise 
the greatest heroes in antiquity. By this they 
med themselves for war; and their exploits 
dnst wild beasts were a prelude to their other 
tories. Xenophon says, that almost all the an- 
nt heroes, Nestor, Theseus, Castor, Pollux, 
rsses, Diomcdes, Achilles, &c. were M*A»l*i 
wyww, * disciples of hunting being taught care- 
ly that art, as what would be highly serviceable 
Jiem in military discipline. ( Xen. Cynegetic.J 
d Pliny observes, those who -wexe ta&vjB*& Vs* 
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great captain* were first taught certent cam 
dki firU cvrtu,c*m mtdmcibv fb*r% ewm . 
«**.* to contest with the swiftest wityt bej 
speed; with the hottest, m strength; wv 
saost cunning, in craft and subtility. fjPMii. 
jfyr. ^ And the nVnoan enperovs* in those 
saents they erected to transmit their acti 
future ages, made no acmple to Join the gio 
the Chase to their most celebrated trh 
Neither were their poeta wanting to do Js* 
this heroic exercise. Beside that of Op] 
Greek, we hare several poems in 1 Jrtsa 
hunting. Chwfios was contemporary with 
as appears by this Terse, 

sjasjai wmmt nmlii m m siff ^ ^ ^ 

OntiafMftmtfeehaBtiBiaBfbrtheclMM. 

But of hia works only some fragments r 
There are many others of more modert 
Amongst these, Nemesianus ; who seems very 
superior to Gratius, though of a more dege 
age. But only a fragment of his first book i 
served. We might indeed have expected t< 
seen it treated more at large by Virgil in hi 
Georgic, since it is expressly part of his & 
But he has favoured us only with ten verset 
what he says of dogs, relates wholly to greyl 
and mastiffs : 

* Jfeteet Spartm cattd* 9 mcrtmque Mthumn, 

GEO] 

The greyhound swift, and mutifih furious breed . 

And he dVrtcte Ma to fecA with butte 
JPatct aero fingw. "tta 'Vk&a/*. 'vkNxoj^Ns 
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pon the chase in the 4th and 7th books of the 
2neid : but H is evident, that the art of hunting' 
very different now from what it was in his 
iys, and very much altered and improved in these 
tter ages. It does not appear to me that the 
icients had any notion of pursuing wild beasts by 
ie scent only, with a regular and well-disciplined 
ick of hounds ; and therefore they must have 
used for poachers amongst our modern sports- 
en. The muster-roll given us by Ovid, in his 
ory of Actacon, is of all sorts of dogs, and of all 
mntries. And the description of the ancient 
mting, as we find it in the antiquities of Pere dc 
xmtfaucon, taken from the sepulchre of the Na- 
-s, and the arch of Constantine, lias not the least 
ace of the manner now in use. 
Whenever the ancients mention dogs followed 
f the scent, they mean no more than finding out 
ie game by the nose of one single dog. This was 
i much as they knew of the odora canum vis. 
hus Nemesianus says, 

Odorato notevnt vestigia prato, 
Atqueettam leporum ttcreta cubiiia montirant. 

They challenge on the mead the recent stains, 
And trail the hare unto her secret form. 

ppian has a long description of these dogs in his 
•st book, from vcr. 479 to 526. And here, 
ough he seems to describe the hunting of the 
ore by the scent through many turnings and wind- 
gs, yet he really says no more than that one 
' those hounds, which he calls j%m/7»gir, finds out 
e game. For he follows the scent no further 
ian the hare's form ; from whence, W 



itarted her, he 
iebted for these two 

md very learned gentle man, whose judgment 
the btUo* kttrc* nobody deputes, and whose ap- 
probation gave me the assurance to publish tLi* 
poem. 

Oppian also observes, that the best sort of the« 
Solders were brought from Britain; this iskad 
baying always been famous (as it is at this day) ft* 
the best breed of hounds, for persons the brf 
skilled in the art of hunting, and for horns tk 
most enduring to follow the chase. It is therefore 
strange, that none of our poets have yet tho 
worth their while to treat of this subject 
is without doubt very noble in itself, and very w*B 
idapted to receive .the most beautiful turns cf 
poetry. Perhaps our poets have no great gtnius 
for hunting. Yet I hope my brethren of the t co- 
pies, by encouraging this first but imperfect esss/i 
will show the world they have at least some ustc 
Tor poetry. 

The ancients esteemed Hunting, not only ss i 
manly and warlike "exercise, but as highly condu- 
cive to health. The fan to us Galen recommends ii 
ibove all others, as not only exercising the body, 
out giving delight and entertainment to " the mind. 
\nd he calls the im en tors of this art wise men, 
ind well-skiUed in human nature, fLih. pan* 
til* exercitio.J 

The gentlemen, who arc fond of a jingle at the 
:lose of every verse, and think no poem tvul} 
nusical but what is in thyme, will here find iliem- 
selves disappointed. If they 
the short pteface 
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Mr. Smith's poem in memory of his friend Mr. 
Fohn Philips, and the Archbishop of Cambray's 
etter to Monsieur Fontenelle, they may probably 
le of another opinion. For my own part, I shall 
lot be ashamed to follow the example of Milton, 
'hilips, Thomson, and all our best tragic writers. 

Some few terms of art are dispersed here and 
fciere ; but such only as are absolutely requisite to 
xplain my subject. I hope in this the critics will 
zcuse me ; for I am humbly of opinion, that the 
Bfectation, and not the necessary use, is the pro- 
er object of their censure. 

But I have done. I know the impatience of my 
rcthren, when a fine day, and the concert of the 
ennel, invite them abroad. I shall therefore 
ave my reader to such diversion, as he may find 
i the poem itself. 

Enage f segnet, 
Rumpe mora* ; votat ingenti clamere Ctihegrn, 
Tiygttique canes, domitrivque Epidmwut equorvm; 
El vx astensu memorum Ingcminata remugit. 

Virg. Georg. III. 

Hark, away, 
Cast fiir behind the lingering caret of life. 
Cithwron calls aloud, and in full cry 
Thy-bounds, Taygeuis. Kpidaurus trains 
For us the generous steed ; the hunter's shouts. 
And cheering cries, assenting woods rt* turn. 
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BOOK I. 



ARGUMENT. 

1 he subject proposed.— Address to his Royal Highness P kritakt 
Prince of Wales.— The origin of hunting.— The rode and aapo> 
lished manner of the first hunters.— Beasts at first hunted for food 
ami sacrifice.— The grant made by God to man, of the beasts, Sec. 
—The regular manner of hunting first brought into this island 
by the Normans.— The best hounds and best hones bred hese.- 
Thp id vantage of this exercise to u«, as islanders.— Address ts 
gentlemen of estates.— Situation of thr kennel and its severs' 
courts.— The diversion and employment of hounds in the kennel. 
— The different sorts of hounds for each different chase.— De- 
scription of a perfect hound.— Of sizing and sorting of hoowU, 
the middle-sized hound recommended. — Of the la ge deep 
mouthed hound, for hunting the stag and otter —Of the lime- 
hound ; their use on the borders of England and Scotlsnd.-A 
physical account of scents.— Of good and bad scenting day*— A 
*hort admonition to my brethren of the couples. 



The Chase I sing", hounds, and their various breed, 
And no less various use. O thou, great Prince! 
Whom Cambria's towering hills proclaim their lord.- 
Deign thou to hear my bold, instructive song. 
While grateful citizens with pompous show 
itcar the triumphal arch, rich with the' exploits 
Of thy illustrious house ; while virgins pave 
S'hy way vWVv ftww, 3cc&,*s»\\\e royal Youth 
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Passing they view, admire, and sigh in vain ; 
While crowded theatres, too fondly proud 
Of their exotic minstrels, and shrill pipes, 
The price of manhood, hail thee with a song, 
And airs soft warbling; my hoarse-sounding horn 
Invites thee to the Chase, the sport of kings ; 
Image of war, without its guilt. The Muse 
Aloft on wing shall soar, conduct with care 
Thy foaming courser o'er the steepy rock, 
Or on the river bank receive thee safe, 
light-bounding o'er the wave, from shore to shore 
Be thou our great protector, gracious Youth ! 
And if in future times, some envious prince, 
Careless of right and guileful, should invade 
Thy Britain's commerce, or should strive in vain , 
- To wrest the balance from thy equal hand ; 
Thy hunter-train, in cheerful green array'd, 
(A band undaunted, and inur'd to toils) 
Shall compass thee around, die at thy feet, 
Or hew thy passage through the' embattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame ; inspirM by thee, 
The nobler chase of glory shall pursue [death. 
Through fire, and smoke, and blood, and fields of 

Nature, in her productions slow, aspires 
By just degrees to reach perfection's height : 
So mimic art works leisurely, till time 
Improve the piece, or wise experience give 
The proper finishing. When Nimrod bold, 
That mighty hunter, first made war on beasts, 
And stain'd the woodland green with purple dye, 
New and unpolish'd was the huntsman's art ; 
No stated rule, his wanton will his guide. 
With clubs and stones, rude *ft\m<s 
He arm'd his savage bands, * m>&>ata&& 
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Untrain'd f of twining osiers form'd. They pitch 

Their artless toils, 1ln:n rang* the desert hills, 

And scour ihft pkifts below ; the trembling herd 

Start a* the* itirmrt 1 sound, and clamorous shout 

Unheard before; •orpri^d, alas ■ to find 

Man now their foe, whom erst they deem\i their 

But mild tad gentle-, and by whom us yet 

Secure they grasM. Death stretches o'er the pkm 

Wide-wasting, and grim slaughter red witli bloml i 

Urg*d on by b un ge i keen, they wound, they kill. 

Their rage Moentkiiis knows no bound ; at lust 

Encumber*d with An r spoils, joyful they bear 

Upon their shouMer brood, the bleeding prey. 

Part on their altera smokes a sacrifice 

To that all-graciQOS Power, whose bounteous hwd 

Supports his wide creation ; what remains 

On living coals they broil, inelegant 

Of taste, nor skilPd as yet in nicer arts 

Of pamperM luxury. Devotion pure, 

And strong necessity, thus first began 

The chase of beasts ; though bloody was the deed, 

Yet without guilt : for the green herb alone 

Unequal to sustain man's labouring race, 

Now every moving thing that fcVd on earth. 

Was granted him for food.* So just is heaven ! 

To give us in proportion to our wants. 

Or chance or industry in after-times 
Some few improvements made, but short as yet ■ 
Of due perfection. In this isle remote 
Our painted ancestors were slow to learn, 
To arms devote, of the politer arts 
Nor skilPd nor studious ; till from Neustria's coasts 
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Victorious William, to more decent rules 
Subdued our Saxon fathers, taught to speak 
The proper dialect, with horn and voice 
To cheer the busy hound, whose well-known cry 
His listening peers approve with joint acclaim. 
From him successive huntsmen learn'd to join 
In bloody social leagues, the multitude 
Dispersed, to size, to sort their various tribes, 
To rear, feed, hunt, and discipline the pack. 

Hail, happy Britain ! highly-favourM isle, 
And Heaven's peculiar care ! to thee 'tis given 
To train the sprightly steed, more fleet than those 
Begot by winds, or the celestial breed 
That bore the great Pelides through the press 
Of heroes arm'd, and broke their crowded ranks ; 
Which proudly neighing, with the sun begins 
Cheerful his course ; and ere his beams decline, 
Has measurM half thy surface unfatigued. 
In thee alone, fair land of liberty ! 
[s bred the perfect hound, in scent and speed 
As yet unrivallM, while in other climes 
Their virtue fails, a weak degenerate race. 
In vain malignant steams, and winter fogs 
Load the dull air, and hover round our coasts -, 
The huntsman ever gay, robust, and bold, 
Defies the noxious vapour, and confides 
In this delightful exercise, to raise 
His drooping herd, and cheer his heart with joy. 

Ye vigorous youths, by smiling fortune blcss'd 
IVith large demesnes, hereditary wealth, 
fleap'd copious by your wise forefather's care, 
Hear and attend ! while I the means reveal 
To' enjoy those pleasures, for the weak too strong, 
Too costly for the poor; to rein the steed 
Ff2 



$*3 tm^mtm kii 

8wm-*trw*&*g e*cr>tk* fdiut, to«toer |t* 
Opening ia ooaMtte cf lumMniiai jatf>< • : >u™i 
ButbrcatsriageVath. Wfart IbUgn tin § ilpji ss ■ 




Of angry Jofe i ffcrngh Masted* j*AmaURmr*n 
Still can my souHa Fancy's »mr view <.<p.f n 
Deeds glorious once^ fecal the joyous Mn» ^ 
In all its/ tpjeiidow dockM, o'er the Ju&towt 

WMi hand tad voio*> end {K^the vWb^ Wf 
PleasM witfc that social itfcU gsswdilyv >,i 
Tfce poor disbanded vetem'ssole d>%bK:«: / 
Pint let the kg— 1 be the* liinlsjnsii's mm -. 

Upon some little eminence erect, 

And fronting to the ruddy dawn ; its courts 

On either hand wide-opening 1 to receive 

The sun's all-cheering beams, when mild lie shine 

And gilds the mountain tops. For much the pac 

(Rous'd from their dark alcoves) delight to stretd 

And bask, in his invigorating ray : 

Warn'd by the streaming light, and merry lark, 

Forth rush the jolly clan; with tuneful throats 

They carol loud, and in grand chorus joined 

Salute the new-born day. For not alone 

The vegetable world, but men and brutes 

Own his reviving influence, and joy 

At his approach. Fountain of light ! if chance 

Some envious cloud veil thy refulgent brow, 

In vain the muse's aid ; untouched, unstrung, 

Lies my mute harp, and thy desponding bard 

Sits darkly iBnatag tfe* ta£ TO&BVfe&taf ^ 
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Let no Corinthian pillars prop the dome, 
l vain expense, on charitable deeds 
ietter disposal, to clothe the tattcrM wretch 
Vho shrinks beneath the blast, to feed the poor 
inch'd with afflictive want : for use, not state, 
rracefully plain, let each apartment rise, 
'er all let cleanliness preside, no scraps 
estrew the pavement, and no half-pick'd bones, 
o kindle fierce debate, or to disgust 
hat nicer sense, on which the sportsman's hope, 
nd all his future triumphs, must depend. 
x>n as the growling pack with eager joy 
ave lapp'd their smoking viands, morn or eve, 
•om the full cistern lead the ductile streams, 
3 wash thy court well-pav'd, nor spare thy pains, 
>r much to health will cleanliness avail, 
sek'st thou for hounds to climb the rocky steep, 
ad brush the' entangled covert, whose nice scent 
er greasy fallows, and frequented roads 
in pick the dubious way ? Banish far off 
ich noisome stench, let no offensive smell 
rade thy wide inclosure, but admit 
le nitrous air and purifying breeze. 
Water and shade no less demand thy care : 
a large square the* adjacent field inclose, 
lerc plant in equal ranks the spreading elm, 
• fragrant lime ; most happy thy design, 
at the bottom of thy spacious court, 
large canal, fed by the crystal brook, 
om its transparent bosom shall reflect 
>wnward thy structure and inverted grove, 
ire when the sun's too potent gleams annoy 
le crowded kennel, and the drooping pack, 
stless and faint, loll their unmoistetfd 
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Then tew their 
Gulp down 
From shove 
AndwHdnpromr 

Then on ~ 
Their 
Coursing 
The merry multi 1 

Bat here 
Attend thei r frofic* which too 
In bloody 
Wave thy _ 

Fierce-menacing o'cr-tule the item debate, 
And quench their kindling rage j for oft in •port 
Begun, combat ensues; growling they snarl. 
Then on their Ranches rear*d f rampant they tei*i 
Each other's throats, with teeth, and ckws, in gate 
Besmear'd, they wound, they t 
grounds 

Panting, half dead the conquerM 
Then sudden all the twise ignoble crowd 
Loud-clamouring seize the helpless worried wretcfef 
And thirsting for his blood, drag different ways 
His mangled carcass on the' ensanguined plain. 
O breasts of pity void ! to' oppress the weak* 
To point your vengeance at the friendless head, 
And with/ one mutual cry insult the fUPn! 
Emblem too just of man's degenerate race. 

Others apart by native instinct led\ 
Knowing iratansfootX 'm^^^Twaasst 
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1 salubrious plant, with bitter juice 

ve storM, and potent to allay 

ions ferment. Thus the hand divine 

ience, beneficent and kind 

s creatures, for the brutes prescribes 

remedy, and is himself 

eat physician. Now grown stiff with age, 

y a painful chase, the wise old hound, 

ss of the frolick pack, attends 

»r*s side, or slumbers at his ease 

the bending 1 shade; there many a ring 

r in dreams ; now on the doubtful foil 

jerplex'd, or doubles intricate 

unfolds ; then, winged with all his speedy 

>'er the lawn to seize his panting prey ; 

nperfect whimpering speaks his joy. 

irent hound for every different chase 

ith judgment ; nor the timorous hare 

h'd destroy, but leave that vile offence 

lean, murderous, coursing crew ; intent 

and spoil. O blast their hopes, just Heav'ri ! 
heir painful drudgeries repay 
ippointment and severe remorse, 
and thou thy pleasures, and give scope 
r subtle play ; by nature led 
nd shifts she tries ; to' unravel these 
ustrious beagle twists his waving tail : ] 

all her labyrinths pursues, and rings 
ful knell. See there with countenace blithe, 
i a courtly grin, the fawning hound 
hce cowering, his wide opening nose 

he curls, and his large sloe-black eyes 
oft blandishments, and humble joy ; 
V skin, or yellow-pied, or blue, % 
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In lights or shades by nature's pencil drawn, 
Reflects the various tints; his ears and legs 
Fleckt here and there, in gay enamell'd pride, 
Rival the speckled pard ; his rush-grown tail 
O'er his broad back bends in an ample arch * 
On shoulders clean, upright and firm he stands i 
His round cat foot, strait hams, and wid e sp rea d 
thighs, 

And his low-dropping chest, confess his speed, 
His strength, his wind, or on the steepy hill, 
Or far-extended plain : in every part 
So w£U proportion'd, that the nicer skill 
Of Phidias himself can't blame thy choice. 
Of such compose thy pack. But here a mean 
Observe, nor the large hound prefer, of size 
Gigantic ; he in the' thick-woven covert 
Painfully tugs, or in the fhorny brake 
Torn and cmbarrass'd bleeds : but if too small. 
The pigmy brood in every furrow swims; 
Moil'd in the clogging clay, panting they lag 
Behind inglorious ; or else shivering creep 
BcnumVd and faint beneath the sheltering thorn 
For hounds of middle size, active and strong, 
"Will better answer all thy various ends, 
And crown thy pleasing labours with success. 

As some brave captain, curious and exact, 
By his nVd standard forms in equal ranks 
His gay hattalion ; as one man they move 
Step after step, their size the same, their arms 
Far-gleaming, dart the same united blaze : 
Keviewing generals his merit own ; 
How regular ! how just ! and all his cares 
Arc wcUTepaid, Vfisvv^lvty George approve, 
So model \iiQ\\X\v>j ^O^SiWiwaNss^ 
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Thy generous soul, and the world's just applause. 
But above all take heed, nor mix thy hounds 
Of different kinds; discordant sounds shall grate 
Thy ears offended, and a lagging line 
Of babbling curs disgrace thy broken pack. 
But if die' amphibious otter be thy chase, 
Or stately stag, that o'er the woodland reigns ; 
Or if the' harmonious thunder of the field 
Delight thy ravish'd ears ; the deep-flew'd hound 
Breed up with care, strong, heavy, slow, but sure ; 
Whose ears down-hanging from his thick round 
head 

Shall sweep the morning dew, whose clanging voice 

Awake the mountain echo in her cell, 

And shake the forests ; the bold talbot kind 

Of these the prime, as white as Alpine snows ; 

And great their use of old. Upon the banks 

Of Tweed, slow winding through the vale, the seat 

Of war and rapine once, ere Britons knew 

The sweets of peace, or Anna's dread commands 

To lasting leagues the haughty rivals aw'd ; 

There dwelt a pilfering race, well train'd and skill'd 

In all the mysteries of theft, the spoil 

Their only substance, feuds and war their sport : 

Not more expert in every fraiidful art 

The' arch* felon was of old, who by the tail 

Drew back his lowing prize ; in vain his wiles, 

In vain the shelter of the covering rock, 

In vain the sooty cloud, and ruddy flames 

That issued from his mouth ; for soon he paid 

His forfeit life ; a debt how justly due 

To wronged Alcides, and avenging Heav'n ! 
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Veil»d in the skates of night tba^HM <anMfe«a\ 
Then prowling tar and nese, whats^th^atiaa 

Nor stalls protect th* stetf»jMP ^b s» ^^s ^4i<i 

Bcrcsls hb wiiasgs^witk Hp^ nialk, ; 

The ptander'd «wer stands, and fraw hai la* * 
A thousaad ttnoiijging csasts bittpt their way 1* 
He calls his sjtaai tlfies, and i» a, fine t 
His fiuHhrul bouiidhc lead*, then with a trio* 
That utters bad his rage, atteitfw cheers : 
Soon the sagacious brute, his curling tail . 
nourish** in afer, tow -beading ptiea arjonnd 
His busy nose» the strirnamg vapour sgueft 
IiMpuahfre, nor leaves ooe turf i ■ ■ 

Till oonsciou* of the recent stains, bis heart 
Beats quick ; bis snuffling nose, his active 'tail 
Attest his joy ; then with deep opening mouth 
That makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims 
The' audacious felon ; foot by foot he marks 
His winding way, while all the listening crowd 
Applaud his reasonings. O'er the watery ford, 
Pry sandy heaths, and stony barren hills, 
O'er beaten paths, with men and beasts distain'd, 
Unerring he pursues ; till at the cot 
Arriv'd, and seizing by his guilty throat 
The caitiff vile, redeems the captive prey : 
So exquisitely delicate his sense ! 
Should some more curious sportsman here inquire 
Whence this sagacity, this wondrous pow*r 
Of tracing step by step, or man or brute ? 
What guide invisible points out their way, 
O'er the dank marsh, bleak hill, and sandy plain « 
The courteous M»ae &a&xkc task, cause reveal. 
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The blood that from the heart incessant rolls 
In many a crimson tide, then here and there 
In smaller rills disparted as it flows 
Propell'd, the serous particles evade 
Through the' open pores, and with the ambient air 
Entangling mix. As fuming vapours rise, 
And hang upon the gently purling brook, 
There by the' incumbent atmosphere compressM : 
The panting chase grows warmer as he flics, 
And through the net-work of the skin perspires ; 
.Leaves a long-streaming trail behind, which by 
The cooler air condens'd, remains, unless 
liy some rude storm dispers'd, or rarefied 
By the meridian sun's intenser heat. 
To every shrub the warm effluvia cling, 
Hang on the grass, impregnate earth and skies. 
With nostrils opening wide, o'er hill, o'er dale, 
The vigorous hounds pursue, with every breath 
Jnhale the grateful steam, quick pleasures sting 
Their tingling nerves, while they their thanks repay. 
And in triumphant melody confess 
The titillating joy. Thus on the air 
Depend the hunter's hopes. When ruddy streaks 
At eve forbode a blustering stormy day, 
Or lowering clouds blacken the mountain's brow ; 
When nipping frosts, and the keen biting blasts 
Of the dry parching east, menace the trees 
With tender blossoms teeming ; kindly spare 
Thy sleeping pack, in their warm beds of straw 
Low-sinking at their ease : listless they shrink 
Into some dark recess, nor hear thy voice 
Though oft invok'd ; or haply if thy call 
House up the slumbering tribe, with heavy eyes, 
Glaz'd, lifeless, dull, downward they drop their tails 
Vol. XV1J. G g 
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Inverted ; high on their bent backs erect 
Their, pointed bristles stare, or *mon§; the tofts 
Of ranker weeds, etch stomach-healing plant 
Carious they crop, sick, writles*, forlorn. 
These inauspicious days, » o other cares 
Bmploy thy pfeekms hours ( the* hnpreriiig fist 
With open arms embrace, and from hat lips 
Glean science, seasoned with goodrnatar 9 d wit 
Bat if the* inclement skies and angry Jove 
Forbid the pleasing intercourse, thy books , 
Invite thy ready han& each sacred page 
Bich with the vise remarks of heroes old. 
Converse famfiar with the* illustrious deed; 
With great examples of old Greece or Bone' 
Enlarge thy free-bom heart, and bless kind Haw 
That Britain yet enjoys dear liberty, 
That balm of life, that sweetest blessing, cheap 
Though purchas'd with our blood. Well-to 
polite, 

Credit thy calling. See ! how mean, how low, 
The bookless sauntering youth, proud of the ski 
That dignifies his cap, his flourished belt, 
And rusty couples jingling by his side. 
Be thou of other mould ; and know that such 
Transporting pleasures were by Heaven ordsin't 
Wisdom's relief, and virtue's great reward. 
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BOOK II. 



ARGUMENT. 

Of the power or instinct in Brute*.— Two remarkable instance! in 
the hunting of the roebuck, and in the hare -going to teat in 
the morning.— Of the rariety of teats or forms of the hare, a«- 
cording to the change of the season, weather, or wind.— Descrip- 
tion of the hare-hunting in all its parts, interspersed with rules to 
be observed by those who follow that chase.— Transition to the 
Asiatic way of hunting, particularly the magnificent manner of 
the Great Mogul, and other Tartarian princes; taken from Mon. 
saeur Bernier, and the history of Gengt&kan the Great — Con- 
cludes with a short reproof of tyrants and oppressors of man« 
kind. 



Nob, will it less delight the' attentive sage 
To* observe that instinct, which unerring guides 
The brutal race, which mimics reason's lore 
And oft transcends : Heav'n-taught, the roe-buck 
Loiters at ease before the driving pack, [swift 
And mocks their vain pursuit ; nor far he flies, 
But checks his ardour, till the steaming scent 
That freshens on the blade provokes their rage. 
Urg'd to their speed, his weak deluded foes 
Soon flag fatigued ; strain'd to excess each nerve, 
Each slacken'd sinew fails ; they pant, they foam ; 
Then o'er the lawn he bounds, o'er the high hills 
Stretches secure, and leaves the scatter'd crowd 
To puzzle in the distant vale below. 

'Tis instinct that directs the jealous hare 
To choose her soft abode : with step revers'd 
She forms the doubling maze then, ere the mom 
Peeps through the clouds, \ea$*\o\&t 
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As wandering shepherds on the* Arabian plains 
No settled residence observe, but shift 
Their moving camp ; now, on some cooler hill 
With cedars crown'd, court the refreshing breeze; 
And then, below, where trickling streams distil 
From some penurious source, their thirst allay, 
And feed their fainting flocks: so the wise hares 
Oft quit their seats, lest some more curious eye 
Should mark their haunts, and by dark treacherous 
Plot their destruction; or perchance in hopes [wiles 
Of plenteous forage, near the ranker mead 
Or matted blade, wary, and close they sit. 
When Spring shines forth, season of love and joy, 
In the moist marsh, 'mong beds of rushes hid, 
They cool their boiling blood ; when summer suns 
Bake the cleft earth, to thick wide-waving fields 
Of corn full grown, they lead their helpless young : 
Hut when autumnal torrents, and fierce rains 
Deluge the vale, in the dry crumbling bank 
Their forms they delve, and cautiously avoid 
The dripping covert. Yet when winter's cold 
Their limbs benumbs, thither with speed return'd 
Jn the long grass they skulk, or shrinking creep 
Among the withcrM leaves ; thus changing stiU, 
As fancy prompts them, or as food invites. 
Hut every season carefully obscrv'd, 
The* inconstant winds, the fickle element, 
The wise experiene'd huntsman soon may find 
His subtle, various game, nor waste in vain 
His tedious hours, till his impatient hounds, 
With disappointment vex'd, each springing lark 
Dabbling pursue, far scatter'd o'er the fields. 

Now golden Autumn from her open lap 
Her fragrant \>ou\\V\t%^\W^\^^\dawre shorn; 
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Inwardly smiling, the proud farmer views 
The rising pyramids that grace his yard, 
And counts his large increase ; his barns are stor'd, 
And groaning stadles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 
In the rough bristly stubbles range unblam'd ; 
No widow's tears o'erflow, no secret curse 
dwells in the farmer's breast, which his pale lips 
Trembling conceal, by his fierce landlord aw'd : 
But courteous now he levels every fence, 
Joins in the common cry, and halloos loud, 
Charm'd with the rattling thunder of the field. 
Oh bear me, some kind power invisible ! 
To that extended lawn, where the gay court 
View the swift racers, stretching to the goal; 
Games more renown'd, and a far nobler train, 
Than proud Elean fields could boast of old. 
Oh ! were a Theban lyre not wanting here, 
And Pindar's voice, to do their merit right ! 
Or to those spacious plains, where the strain'd eye, 
In the wide prospect lost, beholds at last 
Sarum's proud spire, that o'er the hills ascends, 
And pierces through the clouds. Or to thy downs, 
Fair Cotswold, where the well-brcath'd beagle 
climbs, 

With matchless speed, thy green aspiring brow, 
And ves the lagging multitude behind. 

Hail, gentle Dawn ! mild blushing goddess, hail 1 
Rejoic'd I see thy purple mantle spread 
O'er half the skies ; gems pave thy radiant way. 
And orient pearls from every shrub depend. 
Farewell, Cleora ; here deep sunk in down 
Slumber secure, with happy dreams amus'd, 
Till grateful steams shall tempt thee to receive 
Gg2 
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Thy early met], or thy officious maids* ; . ■. ■ * .-rf 
The toilet plac'd, shall urge thee to pertem . y 
The 9 important work. Me other joys invite ; 11 ■ * 
The horn sonorous calls, the pack awak*d *>> f 
Their matins chant, nor brook my long delay. • «•* 
My courser hears their voice ; see thei^ with as* 
And tail erect, neighing he psws the g*owsi| 
Fierce rapture kindles in his reddening ey*a> - >■•'• 
And boils in every vein. As captive boys, ^ 
Cow*d by the ruling rod, and haughty frewss, <f 
Of pedagogues severe, from their hard tasks 
If once dismissed, bo limits can contaia. 
The tumults rais'd within their little brnasti, . 
But give a loose to all their frolic play : - > 
So from their kennel rush the joyous packs 
A thousand wanton gaieties express 
Their inward ecstasy, their pleasing sport 
Once more indulged, and liberty restorM. 
The rising sun that o'er the* horizon peeps, 
As many colours from their glossy skins 
Beaming reflects, as paint the various bow 
When April showers descend. Delightful scene ! 
Where all around is gay ; men, horses, dogs, 
And in each smiling countenance appears 
Fresh-blooming health, and universal joy. 

Huntsman, lead on ! behind the clustering pack 
Submiss attend, hear with respect thy whip 
Loud clanging, and thy harsher voice obey : 
Spare not the straggling cur that wildly roves, 
But let thy brisk assistant on his back 
Imprint thy just resentments ; let each lash 
Bite to the quick, till howling he return, 
And whining creep amid the trembling crowd. 

Here on tins Katnce kind, . 



Book 2. 



THE CHASE. 



355 



"With double blessings crowns the fanner's hopes ; 
Where flowers autumnal spring, and the rank mead 
Affords the wandering hares a rich repast ; 
Throw off thy ready pack. See where they spread 
And range around, and dash the glittering dew. 
If some stanch hound, with his authentic voice, 
Avow the recent trail, the justling tribe 
Attend his call, then with one mutual cry 
The welcome news confirm, and echoing hills 
Repeat the pleasing tale. See how they thread 
The brakes, and up yon furrow drive along ! 
But quick they back recoil, and wisely check 
Their eager haste ; then o'er the fallow'd ground 
How leisurely they work, and many a pause 
The' harmonious concert breaks ; till more assur'd, 
With joy redoubled the low valleys ring. 
What artful labyrinths perplex their way ! 
Ah ! there she lies: how close ! she pants, she doubts 
If now she lives ; she trembles as she sits, 
With horror seiz'd. The wither'd grass tliat clings 
Around her head, of the same russet hue, 
Almost deceiv'd my sight, had not her eyes 
With life full-beaming her vain wiles betray'd. 
At distance draw thy pack, let all be hush'd ; 
No clamour loud, no frantic joy be heard ; 
Lest the wild hound run gadding o'er the plain 
Untractable, nor hear thy chiding voice. * 
Now gently put her off ; see how direct [bring 
To her known mew she flies! Here, huntsman, 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, 
And calmy lay them in. How low they stoop, 
And seem to plough the ground ! then all at once 
With greedy nostrils snuff the fuming steam 
That glads their fluttering hearts. As winds let loose 
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From the dark cavern* of the bmscenng god» 
They bunt away, and aween the dewy kn< 
Hope give* them wings, wfa sbe'sapt^donbyf** 
The welkin rings j men,d hills, rock*, *ad wee* 
In the Iblleoncert join. ***, iny bums yesda\ 
Striped lor the chase, give all year took to joy ! 
See how their coursers, than the moturtaiavtoe 
More fleet, the verdant »et akm^ thaokclawir 
Snorting they breathe, tnwr shining hoofii scare* 
The grata nubn^aM; with emulation frM [prist 
They strain to lead the field, top the barr»d gstej 
O'er the deep ditch exulting bound,, and brash 
The thorny^wmins; hedge : the ridera bead 
O'er their arch'd neeka ; with ateady hahda, by tar* 
Indulge their, speed, or moderate their rage. 
Where are their sorrows, cOsappoiirt ihenta, wrong*. 
Vexations, sickness, cares ? All, all are gone, 
And with the panting winds kg far behind. • 

Huntsman ! her gait observe ; if in wide rings 
She wheel her mazy way, in the same round 
Persisting still, she'll foil the beaten track. 
But if she fly, and with the favouring wind 
Urge her bold course ; less intricate thy task : 
Push on thy pack. Like some poor exil'd wretch 
The frighted chase leaves her late dear abodes, 
O'er plains remote she stretches far away ; 
Ah ! never to return ! for greedy Death 
Hovering exults, secure to seize his prey. 

Hark ! from yon covert, where those towering 
Above the humble copse aspiring rise, [oaks 
What glorious triumphs burst in every gale 
Upon our ravish'd ears! the hunters shout, 
The clanging horns swell their sweet-winding notes 
The pack mdfc^w^V^^\»;^\iaa^ air 
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tis melody ; from tree to tree 
*ated cry redoubling bounds, 
d zephyrs waft the- floating joy 
il the regions near : afflictive birch 
ie sch'ool-boy dreads, his prison broke, 
* he flies, nor heeds his master's call; 
traveller forgets his road, 
the* adjacent hill ; the ploughman leave9 
sh'd furrow ; nor his bleating flock 9 
ie shepherd's joy ; men, boys, and girls 
unpeopled village ; and wild crowds 
r the plain, by the sweet frenzy seiz'd. 
she pants ! and o'er yon opening glade 
ing by ; while, at the further end, 
ng pack unravel wile by wile, 
n maze. The covert's utmost bound 
:irts ; behind them cautious creeps, 

1 very track, sq lately stain 'd 
tteaming crowd, seems to pursue 

2 flies. Let cavillers deny 

s have reason ; sure 'tis something more, 
n directs, and stratagem inspires, 
; short extent of human thought. 
— I see her from the covert break ; 

little eminence she sits; 
listens with one ear erect, 

and doubtful what new course to take, 
3' escape the fierce blood-thirsty crew, 
rgc on, and still in volleys loud 
voes, and mock her sore distress, 
louder peals the loaded winds 
ie gathering storm, her fears prevail; 
ie plain, and o'er the mo\Hv\*vn?*T\&%** 
ies ; nor ships with vrnvd axv&Vx&fe, 
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And all their canvass- wings, skud half so fast. 
Once more, ye jovial train, your courage try, 
And each clean courser's speed. We scour along, 
In pleasing hurry and confusion toss'd ; 
Oblivion to be wish'd. The patient pack 
Hang on the scent unwearied ; up they climb, 
And ardent we pursue ; our labouring steeds 
We press, we gore ; till once the summit gain'd, 
Painfully panting, there we breathe awhile ; 
Then like a foaming torrent, pouring down 
Precipitant, we smoke along the vale. 
Happy the man, who with unrivall'd speed 
Can pass his fellows, and with pleasure view 
The struggling pack ; how in the rapid course 
Alternate they preside, and jostling push 
To guide the dubious scent ; how giddy youth 
Oft babbling errs, by wiser age reprov'd ; 
How, niggard of his strength, the wise old hound 
Hangs in the rear, till some important point 
Rouse all his diligence, or till the chase 
Sinking he finds; then to the head he springs, 
Willi thirst of glory fiVd, and wins the prize. 
Huntsman, take heed; they stop in full career. 
Yol crowding flocks, that at a distance gaze, 
Have haply foil'd the turf. See ! that old hound. 
How busily he works, but dares not trust 
His doubtful sense; draw yet a wider ring. 
Hark ! now again the chorus fills. As bells 
Sallied a while at once their peal renew, 
And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls. 
See, how they toss, with animated rage 
Recovering all they lost! — That eager haste 
Some doubling V\\o.fovQv,l\o\vs. — Ah! yet once more 
They're check? \io\&V\0^s\^^^ 
hand 
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They flourish round — ev'n yet persist — 'Tis right; 
Away they spring ; the rustling stubbles bend 
Beneath the driving storm. Now the poor chase 
Begins to flag, to her last shifts reduc'd. 
From brake to brake she flies, and visits all [cure, 
Her well-known haunts, where; once she ranged se- 
With love and plenty bless'd. See ! there she goes, 
She reels along, and by her gait betrays 
Her inward weakness. See, how black she looks ! 
The sweat that clogs the' obstructed pores, scarce 
A languid scent : and now in open view [leaves 
See, see, she flies ! each eager hound exerts 
■ His utmost speed, and stretches every nerve. 
How quick she turns ! their gaping jaws eludes, 
And yet a moment lives ; till round enclos'd 
By all the greedy pack, with infant screams 
8he yields her breath, and there reluctant dies. 
80 when the furious Bacchanals assail'd 
Threi an Orpheus, poor ill-fated bard ! 
Loud was the cry, hills, woods, and nehrus* banks, 
Return their clamorous rage ; distressed he flies, 
Shifting from place to place, but flies in vain ; 
For eager they pursue, till panting, faint, 
By noisy multitudes o'erpowerM, he sinks, 
To the relentless crowd a bleeding prey. 

The huntsman now a deep incision made, 
Shakes out with hands impure, and dashes down 
Her reeking entrails, and yet quivering heart. 
These claim the pack, the bloody perquisite 
For all their toils. Stretch'd on the ground she lies, 
A mangled corse ; in her dim glaring eyes 
Cold death exults, and stiffens every limb. 
Awed by the threatening whip, the furious hounds 
Around her bay ; or at their master's foot, 
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Each liappy favourite courts his kind applause, 

With humble adulation cowering" low. 

All now is joy. With cheeks full blown they wind 

Her solemn dirge, while the loud-opening pack 

The concert swell, and hills and dales return 

'f'iie sadly-pleasing sounds. Thus the poor hare, 

A puny, dastard animal, but vers'd 

In subtle wiles, diverts the youthful train. 

But if thy proud aspiring soul disdains 

So mean a prey, delighted with the pomp, 

Magnificence and grandeur of the chase ; 

Hear what the Muse from faithful records sings. 

Why on the banks of Gemna, Indian stream, 
I /me within line, rise the pavilions proud, 
Their silken streamers waving in the wind? 
Why neighs the warrior's horse ? From tent to tent, 
Why press in crowds the buzzing multitude? 
Wb\ shines the polish'd helm, and pointed lance, 
This way and that far-beaming o'er the plain ? 
Nor Visapour nor Golconda rebel ; 
Nor the great Sophy, with his numerous host, 
Lays v. asle the provinces; nor glory fires 
To rob, and to destroy, beneath the name 
And specious guise of war. A nobler cause 
( alls Aureng/ebe to arms. No cilies sack'd. 
No mother's tears, no helpless orphan's cries, 
No violated leagues, with sharp remorse 
Shall sting the conscious victor: but mankind 
Shall hail him good and just. For 'tis on beasts 
lie draws his vengeful sword; on beasts of prey 
full-fed with human gore. See, see, he comes! 
Imperial Dehli, opening wide her gates, 
Fours out her thronging legions, bright in arms 
And ail the pomp of war. Before them sound 
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is and trumpets, breathing martial airs* 
>ld defiance. High upon his throne, 
on the back of his proud elephant, 
5 great chief of Tamur's glorious race : 
e he sits, amidst the radiant blaze 
is and gold. Omrahs about him crowd, 
ign the' Arabian steed, and watch his nod : 
>tent Rajahs, who themselves preside 
alms of wide extent ; but here submias 
lomage pay, alternate kings and slaves, 
tiese, with prying eunuchs girt around, 
r sultanas of his court ; a troop 
»en beauties, but with care conceal'd 
ach intrusive eye ; one look is death, 
lei Eastern law ! (had kings a pow'r 
lal to their wild tyrannic will) 
us of the sun's all-cheering ray, 
ess severe. The vulgar close the march, 
md artificers ; and Dehli mourns 
tpty and depopulated streets, 
the camp arrivM, with stern review 
;h groves of spears, from file to file, he darts 
pp experienc'd eye ; their order marks, 
i his station rang'd, exact and firm, 
the boundless line his sight is lost. 
;ater multitudes in arms appealed, 
le extended plains, when Amnion's son 
lighty Porus in dread battle join'd, 
ssal world the prize. Nor was that host - 
umerous of old, which the great king* 
out on Greece from all the' unpeopled Kast ; 
idg*d the Hellespont from sfeore t* shore, 
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And drank the rivers dry. Meanwhile in troops 
The busy hunter-train mark out the ground, 
A wide circumference : full many a league 
In compass round ; woods, riven, hills, and plains 
Large provinces ; enough to gratify 
Ambition's highest aim, could reason bound 
Man's erring will. Now sit in close divan 
The mighty chiefs of this prodigious host. 
He from the throne high-eminent presides, 
Gives out his mandates proud, laws of the chase, 
From ancient records drawn. With reverence loi 
And prostrate at his feet, the chiefs receive 
His irreversible decrees ; from which 
To vary, is to die. Then his brave bands 
Each to his station leads; encamping round, 
Till the wide circle is completely form'd. 
Where decent order reigns, what these command 
Those execute with speed, and punctual care ; 
In all the strictest discipline of war: 
As if some watchful foe, with bold insult, 
Hung lowering o'er their camp. The high resokc 
That flies on wings, through all the' encircling line 
Each motion steers, and animates the whole. 
So by the sun's attractive power controll'd, 
The planets in their spheres roll round his orb, 
On all he shines, and rules the great machine. 

Ere yet the morn dispels the fleeting mists, 
(The signal giv'n by the loud trumpet's voice) 
Now high in air the' imperial standard waves, 
Emblazon'd rich with gold, and glittering gems; 
And like a sheet of fire, through the dun gloom 
Streaming inodorous. The soldiers* shouts. 
And all the btwi^w instalments of war, 
With mutual cWcvqm? 
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ie large concave. While from camp to camp 
catch the varied sounds, floating in air, 
1 all the wide circumference, tigers fell 
t at the noise ; deep in his gloomy den 
ion starts, and morsels yet unchewM 
from his trembling jaws. Now all at once 
rd they march embattled, to the sound 
rtial harmony ; fifes, cornets, drums, 
rouse the sleepy soul to arms, and bold 
c deeds. In parties here and there 
h'd o'er hill and dale, the hunters range 
itive ; strong dogs, that match in fight 
►oldest brute, around their masters wait, 
tiful guard. No haunt unsearch'd ; they drive 
every covert, and from every den, 
irking savages. Incessant shouts 
10 through the woods, and kindling fires 
i from the mountain tops ; the forest seems 
tingling blaze : like flocks of sheep they fly 
i the flaming brand : fierce lions, pards, 

tigers, bears, and wolves ; a dreadful crew 
m blood-thirsty foes : growling along, 
stalk indignant ; but fierce vengeance still 

pealing on their rear, and pointed spears 
it immediate death. Soon as the night 
d in her sable veil forbids the chase, 
pitch their tents, in ev'n ranks, around 
ircling camp. The guards are plac'd, and fire* 
>per distances ascending rise, 
aint the horizon with their ruddy light : 
ind some island's shore of large extent, 
the gloomy horrors of the night, 
illows breaking on the pointed xocka* 
UJ one Game, and the bright circuit TO&fc 
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Appears a bulwark of surrounding fire. 
What dreadful howlings, and what hideous roar, 
Disturb those peaceful shades! where erst the bird 
That glads the night had cheerU the listening groves 
With sweet complainings. Through the silent gloom 
Oft they the guards assail ; as oft repell'd 
They fly reluctant, with hot-boiling rage 
Stung to the quick, and mad with wild despair. 
Thus day by day, they still the chase renew ; 
At night encamp ; till now in straighter bounds 
The circle lessens, and the beasts perceive 
The wall that hems them in on every side. 
And now their fury bursts, and knows no mean; 
From man they turn, and point their ill-judgM rage 
Against their fellow-brutes. With teeth and clawi 
The civil war begins ; grappling they tear, 
Lions on tigers prey, and bears on wolves ; 
Horrible discord ! till the crowd behind 
Shouting pursue, and part the bloody fray. 
At once their wrath subsides : tame as the lamb 
The lion hangs his head ; the furious pard, 
Cow'd and subdued, flies from the face of man, 
Nor bears one glance of his commanding eye : 
So abject is a tyrant in distress! 

At last within the narrow plain confin'd, 
A listed field, mark'd out for bloody deeds, 
An amphitheatre more glorious far [heaps, 
Than ancient Rome could boast, they crowd in 
Dismay'd, and quite appall'd. In meet array, 
Sheath 'd in refulgent arms, a noble band 
Advance ; great lords of high imperial blood, 
Early resoAv'd to" assert their royal race, 
And prove by g\oxvo\i* ta<^^\\«aNitavic's growth 
Mature, ere, yet caXtaw ta^xt Vvt 
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Its curling shade. On bold Arabian steeds 
With decent pride they sit, that fearless hear 
The lion's dreadful roar ; and down the rock 
Swift-shooting plunge, or o'er the mountain's ridge 
Stretching along, the greedy tiger leave 
Panting behind. On foot their faithful slaves 
"With javelins arm'd attend ; each watchful eye 
Fix'd on his youthful care, for him alone 
He lean, and to redeem his life, unmov'd 
Would lose his own. The mighty Aurengzebe. 
From his high elevated throne, beholds 
His blooming race ; revolving in his mind 
What once he was, in his gay spring of life, 
When vigour strung his nerves. Parental joy 
Melts in his eyes, and flushes in his cheeks. 
Now the loud trumpet sounds a charge. The shouts 
Of eager hosts, through all the circling line, 
And the wild howlings of the beasts within, 
fiend wide the welkin ; flights of arrows, wingM 
With death, and javelins launch'd from every arm, 
Qall sore the brutal bands, with many a wound 
GorM through and through. Despair at last prevails, 
When fainting nature shrinks, and rouses all 
Their drooping courage. Swell'd with furious rage 
Their eyes dart fire ; and on the youthful band 
They rush implacable. They their broad shields 
Quick interpose ; on each devoted head 
Their flaming falchions, as the bolts of Jove, 
Descend unerring. Prostrate on the ground 
The grinning monsters lie, and their foul gore 
Denies the verdant plain. Nor idle stand 
The trusty slaves ; with pointed spears they pierce 
Through their tough hides, or at their ^n\ii£T&KN&& 
An easier passage And. The king of btuta* 
Hh2 
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in broken tearingt breathes Ins last f < the bear - 
Grumbles in death; nor can hit spotted akin, 
Though sleek it thine, with varied beauties gay, 
Save the proud paid from unrelenting fine. 
The battle bleeds, grim Slaughter strides alon& 
Glutting her greedy jaws, grins o'er her prey. 
Men, horses, dogs, fierce .beasts of every Und,. 
A strange pttaojscuous carnage, drench'd in bfeod 
And heaps on heaps STnassM. What yet reams* 
Alive, with Tain assault contend to break 
The 9 impenetrable fine. Others, whom fear 
Inspires with ses&preserriiig wilea> beneath. 
The bodies of the slain lor shelter creep* 
Aghast they fly, or hide their heads diaperaVL 
And now perchance (had Heaven but pleasM) thi 
work 

Of death had been complete i and Aurengzebe • 
By one dread frown extinguiabM half their rate. 

When lo ! the bright sultanas of his court '' 
Appear, and to bis ravish'd eyes display 
Those charms, but rarely to the day reveal'd. 

Lowly they bend, and humbly sue, to save 
The vanquish'd host. What mortal can deny 
When suppliant beauty begs? At bis command, 
Opening to right and left, the well-train'd troops 
Leave a large void for their retreating foes : 
Away they fly, on wings of fear upborne, 
To seek on distant hills their late abodes. 

Ye proud oppressors, whose vain hearts exult 
In wantonness of power ! 'gainst the brute race, 
Fierce robbers like yourselves, a guiltless war 
Wage uncontroll'd : here quench your thirst o* 
blood; 

Rut learn from Kurtfflgutae \o ^^xsax&ind. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Of King Edgar, and his imposing a tribute of wolves 1 heads upon 
the kings of Wales : from hence a transition to fox-hunting, 
which is described in all its parts.— Censure of an over numerous 
paekv-Of the several engines to destroy foxes, and other wild 
beasts.— The steel-trap described, and the manner of using it.— 
Description of the pitfall for the lion; and another for the ele 
phant.— The ancient way of hunting the tiger with a mirror.— 
The Arabian manner of hunting the wild boar.— Description of 
die royal stag-chase*at Windsor Forest.— Concludes with an ad- 
dress to his Majesty, and an eulogy upon mercy. 



I* Albion's isle when glorious Edgar reign'd, 
He, wisely provident, from her white cliffs 
Launched half her forests, and with numerous fleets 
CorerM his wide domain : there proudly rode 
Lord of the deep, the great prerogative 
Of British monarchs. Each invader bold, 
Bane and Norwegian, at a distance gaz'd, 
And, disappointed, gnash'd his teeth in vain. 
He scour'd the seas ; and to remotest shores 
With swelling sails the trembling corsair fled. 
Hich commerce flourished ; and with busy oars 
Dash'd the resounding surge. Nor less at land 
His royal cares; wise, potent, gracious prince! 
His subjects from their cruel foes he sav'd, 
And from rapacious savages their flocks. [paid 
Cambria's proud kings (though with reluctance} 
Their tributary wolves ; head after YieaA, 
In full account, till the woods yield i\o moxe, 
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And til Hub ravenous noe extinct ia lost. 
In fertile putures, more securely ffrazM 
The social troops; and soon their large increase 
With curling' fleeces whiten'd all the plains. 
But yet, alas ! the wily fox remain*d, 
A subtle, pilfering foe, prowling around 
In midnight shades, and wakeful to destiny; **• 
In the full fold, the poor defenceless lamb, 
Seia'd by his guileful arts, with sweet wanai bit* 
Supplies a rich repast The mournful ewe* 
Her dearest treasure lost, through the dun nfeftt 
Wanders perplexM* and darkling bleats in Tame - 
While in the' adjacent bush, px>orThiloi»e^ ' ' 
(Herself a parent once, till wanton churls 
DespoiTd her nest) joins in her loud laments,' 
With sweeter notes and more melodious woe. 

For these nocturnal thieves, huntsman ! prepari 
Thy sharpest vengeance. Oh ! how glorious tis 
To right the' oppress'd, and bring the felon vile 
To just disgrace ! ere yet the morning peep, 
Or stars retire from the first blush of day, 
With thy far-echoing voice alarm thy pack, 
And rouse thy bold compeers. Then to the copse 
Thick with entangling grass or prickly furze, 
With silence lead thy many-colourM hounds, 
In all their beauty's pride. See ! how they range 
Dispers'd, how busily this way and that 
They cross, examining with curious nose 
Each likely haunt. Hark ! on the drag 1 hear 
Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry 
More nobly full, and swell'd with every mouth. 
As straggling armies at the trumpet's voice 
Press to their standard, hither all repair, 
And hurry through. Vkfe ^^Yaies tfcqj 
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Bustling, and full of hope ; now driven on heaps 
They push, they strive; while from his kennel sneaks 
The conscious villain. See ! he skulks along, 
Sleek at the shepherd's cost, and plump with meals 
Purloin'd : so thrive the wicked here below ! 
Though high his brush he bear, though tipp'd with 
It gaily shine ; yet ere the sun declined [white 
Recal the shades of night, the pamper'd rogue 
Shall rue his fate revers'd ; and at his heels 
Behold the just avenger, swift to seize 
His forfeit head, and thirsting for his blood. 

Heavens ! what melodious strains ! how beat our 
Big with tumultuous joy ! the loaded gales [hearts 
Breathe harmony ; and as the tempest drives 
From wood to wood, through every dark recess 
The forest thunders, and the mountains shake. 
The chorus swells; less various and less sweet 
The trilling notes, when in those very groves 
The feather*d choristers salute the spring, 
And every bush in concert joins ; or when 
The master's hand, in modulated air, 
Bids the loud organ breathe, and all the powers 
Of music in one instrument combine, 
An universal minstrelsy. And now 
In vain each earth he tries, the doors are barr'd 
Impregnable, nor is the covert safe ; 
He pants for purer air. Hark ! what loud shouts 
Re-echo through the groves ! he breaks away ; 
Shrill horns proclaim his flight. Each straggling 
hound 

Strains o'er the lawn to reach the distant pack .- 
'Tis triumph all and joy. Now, my brave youths, 
Now give a loose to the clean generous steed ; 
Flourish the whip, nor spare the galling spur,; 
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But in the madness of delight forget 
Your fears. Far over the rocky hills we rang. 
And dangerous our course ; but in the brave 
True courage never fails. In vain the stream 
In foaming eddies whirls ; in vain the ditch 
Wide-gaping threatens death. The craggy st 
Where the poor dizzy shepherd crawls with c 
And clings to every twig, gives us no pain ; 
But down we sweep, as stoops the falcon bold 
To pounce his prey. Then up the' opponent 
By the swift motion slung, we mount aloft : 
So ships in winter-seas now sliding sink 
Adown the steepy wave, then toss'd on high 
Ride on the billows, and defy the storm. [c 
What lengths we pass ! where will the wandc 
Lead us bewildered ? Smooth as swallows skim 
The new-shorn mead, and far more swift we fl 
See my brave pack ; how to the head they pr< 
Justling in close array, then more diffuse 
Obliquely wheel, while from their opening mc 
The volley'd thunder breaks. So when the cr 
Their annual voyage steer, with wanton wing 
Their figure oft they change, and their loud els 
From cloud to cloud rebounds. How far behii 
The hunter-crew, wide -straggling o'er the plai 
The panting courser now with trembling ncrvt 
Begins to reel; urgM by the goring spur, 
Makes many a faint effort : he snorts, he foams 
The big round drops run trickling down his si< 
With sweat and blood distain'd. Look back and < 
The strange confusion of the vale below, 
Where sour vexation reigns ; see yon poor jad 
In vain the' impatient rider frets and swears, 
With galling ap\r»\x^xoN?^\^\v\^\\^^^l<i* ; 
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He can no more : his stiff unpliant limbs 
Rooted in earth, unmov'd and fix'd he stands, 
For every cruel curse returns a groan, 
And sobs, and faints, and dies. Who without grief 
Can view that pamperM steed, his master's joy, 
His minion and his daily care, well clothed, 
Well fed with every nicer cate ; no cost, 
No labour spared ; who, when the flying chase 
Broke from the copse, without a rival led 
The numerous train : now a sad spectacle 
Of pride brought low, and humbled insolence, 
Drove like a pannierM ass, and scourged along. 
While these withloosen'd reins, and dangling heels, 
Hang on their reeling palfreys, that scarce bear 
Their weights ; another in the treacherous bog 
Lies floundering,half-ingulPd. What biting thoughts 
Torment the' abandoned crew ! old age laments 
Hit vigour spent : the tall, plump, brawny youth 
Curses his cumbrous bulk ; and envies now 
The short pygmean race, he whilom ken'd 
With proud insulting leer. A chosen few 
Alone the sport enjoy, nor droop beneath [height 
Their pleasing toils. Here, huntsman ! from this 
Observe yon birds of prey : If I can judge, 
''lis there the villain lurks ; they hover round, 
And claim him as their own. Was I not right ? 
See ! there he creeps along ; his brush he drags, 
And sweeps the mire impure ; from his wide jaws 
His tongue unmoisten'd hangs ; symptoms too sure 
Of sudden death. Hah ! yet he flies, nor yields 
To black despair : but one loose more, and all 
His wiles are vain. Hark ! through yon village now 
The rattling clamour rings. The barns, the cots^ 
And leafless elms return the joyoua wron&a. 
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Through every lwxnestall, ami thr^^ 
Bm midnight walks, porting, forlorn, he itei 
Through every hole he sneak%through every jakc 
Pranging he wades beamear'd, and fondly hopes 
In a superior stench to lose his own : 
But, faUhfid to the track, the* unerring hemds 
With peak of echoing vengeance dose purae^ 
And now distressM, no sheltering covert near, 
Into the hen-roost creeps whoae walk -with gore 
Distain'd attest bis guih. There, villain, there 
Expect thy fate deservM. And soon from these 
The pack raqtfsnive, with clamour loud* 
Drag out their trembling prise ; and on hk bkoc 
With greedy transport feast In bolder notes 
Bach sounding horn proclaims the felon dead: 
And all tike" assembled village shouts for joy. 
The farmer, who beholds his mortal foe 
Stretch'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
And grateful calls us to a short repast : 
In the full glass the liquid amber smiles, 
Our native product ; and his good old mate 
With choicest viands heaps the liberal board, 
To crown our triumphs, and reward our toils. 

Here must the 9 instructive Muse (but with respec 
Censure that numerous pack, that crowd of state 
With which the vain profusion of the great 
Covers the lawn, and shakes the trembling copse 
Pompous encumbrance ! a magnificence 
Useless, vexatious ! for the wily fox, 
Safe in the' increasing number of his foes, 
Kens well the great advantage : slinks behind, 
And slily creeps through the same beaten track, 
And hunts them step by step ; then views escap* 
With inward estacv, \a.e p^Mi^^Kwre^ 
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in thmr own footsteps puzzled, ftriPd, and lost. 
So when proud Eastern kings summon to arms 
Their gaudy legions, from far distant climes 
They flock in crowds, unpeopling half a world : 
But when the day of battle calls them forth 
To charge the well-train'd foe, a band compact 
Of chosen veterans ; they press blindly on, 
In heaps confusM, by their own weapons fall, 
A smoking carnage scatterM o'er the plain. 

Nor hounds alone this noxious brood destroy : 
The phinderM warrenner full many a wile 
Devises to entrap his greedy foe, 
Fat with nocturnal spoils. At close of day, 
With silence drags his trail ; then from the ground 
Pares thin the close graz'd turf, there with nice hand 
Covers the latent death, with curious springs 
Prepared to fly at once, whene'er the tread 
Of manor beast unwarily shall press 
The yielding surface. By the' indented steel 
With gripe tenacious held, the felon grins, 
And struggles, but in vain : yet oft 'tis known, 
When every art has fail'd, the captive fox 
Has shar'd the wounded joint, and with a limb 
Compounded for his life. But if perchance 
In the deep pitfall plung'd, there's no escape ; 
But unrepriev'd he dies, and bleach'd in air, 
The jest of clowns, his reeking carcass hangs. 

Of these are various kinds ; not ev'n the king 
Of Brutes evades this deep devouring grave : 
But by the wily African betray'd, 
Heedless of fate, within its gaping jaws 
Expires indignant. Aten the orient beam 
With blushes paints fnWawn, and all the vac* 
Carnivorous, with blood fuU-govfcW. 
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Into their darksome cells, there satiate snore 
O'er dripping; offals, and the mangled limbs 
Of men and beasts; the painful forester 
Climbs the high hills, whose proud aspiring tops, 
With the tall cedar crown'd, and taper fir, 
Assail the clouds. There 'mong the craggy rocks, 
And thickets intricate, trembling he views 
His footsteps in the sand ; the dismal road 
And avenue to death. Hither he calls 
His watchful bands ; and low into the ground 
A pit they sink full many a fathom deep. 
Then in the midst a column high is rear'd, 
The butt of some fair tree; upon whose top 
A lamb is plac'd, just ravishM from his dam : 
And next a wall they build, with stones and earth, 
Encircling round, and hiding from all view 
The dreadful precipice. Now when the shades 
Of night hang lowering o'er the mountain's, brow, 
And hunger keen, and pungent thirst of blood, 
Rouse up the slothful beast, he shakes his sides, 
Slow-rising from his lair, and stretches wide 
His ravenous paws, with recent gore distain'd. 
The forests tremble, as he roars aloud, 
Impatient to destroy. O'erjoy'd he hears 
The bleating innocent, that claims in vain 
The shepherd's care, and seeks, with piteous moan. 
The foodful teat; himself, alas ! design'd 
Another's meal. For now the greedy brute 
Winds him from far ; and leaping o'er the mound 
To seize his trembling prey, headlong is plung'd 
Into the deep abyss. Prostrate he lies, 
Astunn'd and impotent. *)A what avail 
Thine eye-\yA\s to&\x\Tv^$A^l\y length of tail 
That lashes VYvy A&sa,^ \^*\>«wsy*re?& 
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jlood and offals crude, thy shaggy main 
:rror of the woods, thy stately port, 
ulk enormous, since by stratagem 
rength is foiPd ? Unequal is the strife, 
sovereign reason combats brutal rage, 
listant Ethiopia's sun-burnt coasts, 
ack inhabitants a pitfall frame, 
a different kind, and different use. 
lender poles the wide capacious mouth, 
lrdles slight, they close ; o'er these is spread 
r of verdant turf, with all its flowers 
$ delusive, and from strictest search 
ding the deep grave, that yawns below. 
>oughs of trees they cut, with tempting fruit 
ous kinds surcharged ; the downy peach, 
ustering vine, and of bright golden rind 
agrant orange. Soon as evening grey 
ses slow, besprinkling all around 
and refreshing dews the thirsty glebe, 
ately elephant from the close shade 
tep majestic strides, eager to taste 
>oler breeze, that from the sea-beat shore 
tful breathes, or in the limpid stream 
e his panting sides ; joyous he scents 
ch repast, unweeting of the death 
irks within : and soon he sporting breaks 
•ittle boughs, and greedily devours 
nit delicious. Ah ! too dearly bought ; 
ice is life. For now the treacherous turf 
ling gives way ; and the unwieldy beast 
iking, drops into the dark profound. 
2n dilated vapours, struggling heave 
icumbent earth, if chance the cavern'd ground 
\ng subside, and the thin surfa.ee yvfc\&* 



gag i iijifis. 

Down sinks at ofice the pondrous dome, ingulf 
With all tts towers. Subtle, delusive man ! 
How \*riou« are thy wiles! artful to kill 
Thy savage foes, a dull unthinking race ! 
Fierce from hii lair springs forth the speckled p 
Thirsting for blood, and eager to destroy ; 
The huntsman flies, but to hia flight alone 
Confides not: at convenient distance fiVd, 
A polUh'd mirror stops in full career 
The furious brute i he there his image views ; 
Spots against spots with rage improving glow j 
Another pard his bristly wiskc-rs curls, 
lirins as he grins, fierce-menacing, and wide 
llistcnib his opening paws i himself against 
Himself opposed, and with dread vengeance ar 
The huntsman, now secure, with fatal aim 
Directs the pointed spear, by which transfixed 
lie dies, and with him dies the rival shade. 
Thus man innumerous engines forms, to' assail 
The savage kind : but most the docile horse, 
Swit and confederate with man, annoys 
His brethren of the plains ; without whose aid 
The hunter's arts are vain, unskill'd to wage 
With the more active brutes an equal war. 
But borne by him, without the well-train'd pad 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind secure. 

Him the fierce Arab mounts, and with his tro 
Of bold compeers ranges the deserts wild, 
Where, by the magnet's aid, the traveller 
Steers his untrodden course ; yet oft on land 
Is wreck'd, in the high-rolling waves of sand 
lmmcrs'd and lost. While these intrepid band 
Safe in their horses' speed, out-fly the storm, [p 
And scouring touxi&> xwakfe xsvesv beasts t 
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The grisly boar is singled from his herd, 
As large as that in Erimanthian woods, 
A match for Hercules. Round him they fly 
In circles wide ; and each in passing sends 
His featherM death into his brawny sides. 
Bat perilous the' attempt : for if the steed 
Haply too near approach ; -or the loose earth 
His footing fail ; the watchful angry beast 
The 9 advantage spies ; and at one sidelong glance 
Rips up his groin. Wounded, he rears aloft. 
And plunging, from his back the rider hurls 
Precipitant; then bleeding spurns the ground, 
And drags his reeking entrails o'er the plain. 
Meanwhile the surly monster trots along, 
Bat with unequal speed ; for still they wound, 
Swift-wheeling in the spacious ring. A wood 
Of darts upon his back he bears ; adown 
Hi* tortur*d sides the crimson torrents roll 
Prom many a gaping font : and now at last 
Staggering he falls, in blood and foam expires. 

But whither roves my devious Muse, intent % 
Jn antique tales; while yet the royal stag 
Ditsung remains ? Tread with respectful awe [bard, 
nrindsor's green glades; where Denham, tuneful 
Charm'd once the listening dryads, with his song 
Sublimely sweet : — O ! grant me, sacred Shade, 
To glean submiss what thy full sickle leaves. 

The morning sun that gilds with, trembling rays 
Windsor's high towers, beholds the courtly train 
Mount for the chase, nor views in all his course 
K scene so gay : heroic, noble youths, 
En arts and arms renown'd, and lovely nymphs 
The fairest of this isle, where beawtoj 

1 deserts her ¥*qg\u»xk $eqn« 
Ii2 
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For our more favoured shades: in proud paradr 
These shine magnificent, and press around 
The royal happy pair. Great hi themselves, 
They smile superior of external show 
llegardlcss, while their inbred virtues give 
A lustre to their pow'r, and grace their < 
With real splendours, far above the pomp 
Of eastern kings in all their tinsel pride. 
Lite troops of Amazons, the female baud 
I'rance round their cars, not in refulgent i 
As those of old; unskiil'd to wield the i 
Or bend the bow, these kill with surer aim. 
The royal offspring, fairest of the fair, 
Lead on the splendid train, Anna, more bright 
Than summer suns, or as the lightning keen, 
With irresistible effulgence arm'd, 
Pi re a every heart. He must be more than man. 
Who unconcern'd can bear the piercing ray. 
Amelia, milder than the blushing dawn. 
With sweet engaging air, but equal pow'r, 
Insensibly subdues, and in soft chains 
Her willing captives leads. Illustrious maids, 
Ever triumphant! whose victorious charms, 
Without the needless aid of high descent, [lords 
Had awed mankind, and taught the world's great 
To bow and sue for grace. But who is he, 
Fresh as a rose-bud newly blown, and fair 
As opening lilies ; on whom every eye 
With joy and admiration dwells ? See, see, 
He reins his docile barb with manly grace. 
Is it Adonis for the chase arrayM ? 
Or Britain's second hope ? Hail blooming Youth ! 
May all your virtues with your years improve, 
Till in consv\mmaXfc^ot^^wi*M!^thft pride 
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Of these our days, and to succeeding times 
A bright example. As his guard of mutes 
On the great sultan wait, with eyes deject 
And fix'd on earth, no voice, no sound is heard 
Within the wide serail, but all is hush'd, 
And awful silence reigns ; thus stand the pack 
Mute and unmov'd, and cowering low to earth, 
While pass the glittering court, and royal pair : 
So disciplined those hounds, and so reserved, 
Whose honour 'tis to glad the hearts of kings. 
But soon the winding horn, and huntsman's voice, 
Let loose the general chorus ; far around 
Joy spreads its wings, and the gay morning smiles. 

Unharbour'd now the royal stag forsakes 
His wonted lair ; he shakes his dappled sides, 
And tosses high his beamy head ; the copse 
Beneath his antlers bends. What doubling shifts 
He tries ! not more the wily hare ; in these 
Would still persist, did not the full-mouth'd pack 
With dreadful concert thunder in his rear : 
The woods reply, the hunter's cheering shouts 
Float through the glades, and the wide forest rings. 
How merrily they chant ! their nostrils deep 
Inhale the grateful steam. Such is the cry, 
And such the' harmonious din, the soldier deems 
The battle kindling, and the statesman grave 
Forgets his weighty cares ; each age, each sex, 
In the wild transport joins ; luxuriant joy, 
And pleasure in excess, sparkling exult 
On every brow, and revel unrestrain'd. 
How happy art thou, man, when thou'rt no more 
Thyself! when all the pangs that grind thy soul, 
In rapture and in sweet oblivion lost, 
Yield a short interval, and ease from pain ! 

See the swift courser strains, Yus s\x\t&\^\^&* 
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Securely beat the solid ground. Who now 
The dangerous pitfall lean, with tangling heat] 
High-overgrown f Or who the quivering bog 
Soft-yielding to the step ? An now is plain, 
Plain aa the strand sea-lavM, that stretches far 
Beneath the rocky shore. Glades crossing gia 
The forest opens to our wondering rieW: 
8uch was the king's command. Let tyrants ik 
Lay waste the world; his the more glorious pa 
To check their pride ; and when the brazen n 
Of war is hush'd (as erst victorious Home) 
To' employ his station'd legions in the works 
Of peace; to smooth the rugged wilderness; 
To drain the stagnate fen, to raise the slope 
Depending road, and to make gay the nee 
Of nature, with the' embellishments of art. 

How melts my beating heart ! as I behold 
Each lovely nymph, our island's boast and prid 
Push on the generous steed, that strokes along 
O'er rough, o'er smooth, nor heeds the steepy 
Nor falters in the' extended vale below : 
Their garments loosely waving in the wind, 
And all the flush of beauty in their cheeks! 
While at their sides their pensive lovers wait, 
Direct their dubious course : now chill'd with i 
Solicitous, and now with love inflam'd. 
O ! grant, indulgent Heaven, no rising storm 
May darken with black wings this glorious seer 
Should some malignant power thus damp our j 
Vain were the gloomy cave, such as of old 
Betray'd to lawless love the Tyrian queen : 
For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chaste as fair 
Spotless, umb\siD?d, vrvJOa. ec^vai \fv\xsK^ 
In the dun gtoom, aa \Tv^eA>\aafc <ftfe3. 
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Now the blown stag, through woods, bogs, roads* 

and streams, 
Has measurM half the forest ; but alas ! 
He flies in vain, he flies not from his fears. 
Though far he cast the lingering pack behind, 
His haggard fancy still with horror views 
\he fell destroyer; still the fatal cry 
Insults his ears, and wounds his trembling heart. 
So the poor fury-haunted wretch (his hands 
In guiltless blood distain'd) still seems to hear 
The dying shrieks ; and the pale threatning ghost 
Moves as he moves, and as he flies, pursues. 
See here his slot ; up yon green hill he climbs, 
Pants on its brow awhile, sadly looks back 
On his pursuers, covering all the plain ; 
But wrung with anguish, bears not long the sight, 
Shoots down the steep, and sweats along the vale : 
There mingles with the herd, where once he reign'd 
Proud monarch of the groves, whose clashing beam 
His rivals awed, and whose exalted pow'r 
Was still rewarded with successful love. 
But the base herd have learn'd the ways of men* 
Averse they fly, or with rebellious aim 
Chase him from thence: needless their impious deed, 
The huntsman knows him by a thousand marks, 
Black, and emboss'd ; nor are his hounds deceiv'd ; 
Too well distinguish these, and never leave 
Their once devoted foe ; familiar grows 
His scent, and strong their appetite to kill. 
Again he flies, and with redoubled speed 
Skims o'er the lawn ; still the tenacious crew- 
Hang on the track, aloud demand their prey, 
And push him many a league. If haply then 
Too far escap'd, and the gay courlVj Yxivfc 



In full pursuit, and check their thi 
Soon at the king's command, like 
Damm'd up awhile, they foam, an 
With fresh-recruited- might. The 
His foes were lost, now once more 
The dreadful din ; he shivers ever 
He starts, he bounds; each bush p 
Press'd by the fresh relay, no paw 
Breathless and faint, he falters in 1 
And lifts his weary limbs with pail 
Sustain their load ; he pants, he sc 
Drops down his heavy head to ear 
His cumbrous beams oppress'd. J 
Some prying eye surprise him ; so 
Erect his towering front, bounds c 
With ill-dissembled vigour, to ami 
The knowing forester ; who inly s 
At his weak shifts, and unavailing 
So midnight tapers waste their las 
Shine forth awhile, and as they bh 
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To gleaming hope, the' unhappy's last reserve. 
Where shall he turn ? or whither fly ? Despair 
Gives courage to the weak. Resolv'd to die, 
He fears no more, but rushes on his foes, 
And deals his deaths around ; beneath his feet 
These groveling lie, those by his antlers gorM 
Defile the' ensanguin'd plain. Ah ! see distressed 
He stands at bay against yon knotty trunk, 
That covers well his rear ; his front presents 
An host of foes. O ! shun, ye noble train, 
The rude encounter, and believe your lives 
Your country's due alone. As now aloof 
They wing around, he finds his soul uprais'd, 
To dare some great exploit ; he charges home 
Upon the broken pack, that on each side 
Ply diverse ; then as o'er the turf he strains, 
He vents the cooling stream, and up the breeze 
Urges his course with eager violence ; 
Then takes the soil, and plunges in the flood 
Precipitant ; down the mid-stream he wafts 
Along, till (like a ship distress'd, that runs 
Into some winding creek) close to the verge 
Of a small island, for his weary feet 
Sure anchorage he finds, there skulks immers'd 
His nose alone above the wave draws in 
The vital air else beneath the flood 
Conceal'd and lost, deceives each prying eye 
Of man or brute. In vain the crowding pack 
Draw on the margin of the stream, or cut 
The liquid wave with oary feet, that movo 
In equal time. The gliding waters leave 
No trace behind, and contracted pores 
But sparingly perspire : the huntsman strains 
His labouring lung*, and pwftsYvvs cV^vw^i^- 



Al length a blood-hound bold, studious to 1 

And exquisite of sense, winds him from far; 
Headlong he Leaps into the flood, his mouth 
Loud opening spends amain, and his wide 1 
Swells every note with joy ; then fearless div 
Beneath the wave, hangs on his haunch, and wound> 
The* unhappy brute, that flounders in the stream. 
Sorely distressed, and struggling strives to mount 
The steepy shore. Haply once more escap'd ; 
Again he stands at bay, amid the groves 
Of willows, bending low their downy heads. 
Outrageous transport fires the greedy pack j 
These swim the deep, and those crawl up uhh pri 
The slippery hank, while others on firm land 
Engage ; tile stag repels each bold assault, 
Maintains his post, and wounds for wounds return 4 
As when some wily corsair boards a ship 
Full-freighted, or from Afric's golden coasts, 
Or India's wealthy strand, his bloody crew 
Upon her deck he slings ; these in the deep 
Drop short, and swim to reach her steepy sides. 
And clinging climb aloft ; while those on board 
Urge on the work of fate ; the master bold, 
Press'd to his last retreat, bravely resolves 
To sink his wealth beneath the whelming wave. 
His wealth, his foes, nor unrevengjjftio die. 
So fares it with the stag : so he resolves 
To plunge at once into the flood below, 
Himself, his foes, in one deep gulf immers'd. 
Ere yet he executes his dire intent, 
In wild disorder once more views the light; 
Beneath a weight of woe, he groans distress'd : 
The tears rvm \xu3&t^ dawiv his hairy cheeks ; 
H c \v ecpa, not vf vr. N*»i. ^\tOK^\*kald.< 
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His wretched plight, and tenderness innate 
Moves his great soul : soon at his high command 
Rebuk'd, the disappoinsed hungry pack 
Retire submiss, and grumbling quit their prey. 
Great Prince ! from thee, what may thy subjects 
hope; 

So kind, and so beneficent to brutes ? 
O mercy, heavenly born ! sweet attribute ! 
Thou great, thou best prerogative of pow*r ! 
Justice may guard the throne, but join'd with thee. 
On rocks of adamant it stands secure, 
And braves the storm beneath ; soon as thy smiles 
Gild the rough deep, the foaming waves subside. 
And all the noisy tumult sinks in peace. 
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Whate'er of earth is form'd, to earth returns 
Dissolved : the various objects we behold, 
Plants, animals, this whole material mass, 
Are ever changing-, ever new. The soul 
Of man alone, that particle divine, 
Escapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail 
Hence, great the distance 'twixt the beasts th 
perish, 

And God's bright image, man's immortal race ! 
The brute creation are his property, 
Subservient to his will, and for him made : 
As hurtful these he kills, as useful those 
Preserves ; their sole and arbitrary king. 
Should he not kill, as erst the Samian sage 
Taught unadvW d, «n& \xM&a^\reu3NBNn?% twnr 
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preach, the teeming ravenous brutes 
the scanty space of this terrene, 
ring all the globe : should not his care 
lis growing stock, their kinds might fail, 
it once more on roots and acorns feed, 
igh the deserst range shivering forlorn, 
titute of every solace dear, 
y smiling gaiety of life, 
iidcnt huntsman therefore will supply 
lal large recruits his broken pack, 
agate their kind. As from the root 
>ns still spring forth, and daily yield 
ming honours to the parent-tree : 
his pack be fam'd, far sought his breed, 
:es at their tables feast those hounds 
presents an acceptable boon. 
: the Sun through the bright Ram has urgM 
y course, or mother Earth unbound 
n bosom to the western gale ; 
JierM troops, their social leagues dissolved, 
:ir mates, and on the leafless elm 
rook builds high her wicker nest ; 
I the wanton females of thy pack, 
their taper tails, and frisking court 
bald mates enamourM ; their red eyes 
) impure ; nor : est, nor food they take, 
y furious love. In separate cells 
lem now, lest bloody civil wars 
i peaceful state. If left at large, 
ling rivals in dread battle join, 
encounter. On Scamander's streams 
' old with far less fury fought, 
right Spartan dame, their valour's prize, 
md torn thy favourite Ytowxuta 



&ft nmun. JianV 

StretchM on the gfoondi thy kennel shall *ppeai 
A field of blood : like some unhappy town' 
In civil broils confusM, while Discard shakes 
Her bloody scourge aloft, fierce parties rage, . 
Staining their impious hairism mutual death; 
And soil the best belorM and bravest fall: 
Such are the dm effects of lawless lore! 

Huntsman ! these 9b by timely prudent care 
Prevent; for every longing dame select 
Some happy paramour ; to htm alone 
In leagues connubial join. Consider'W i e& . .■ • . 
HU lineage ; what his fiUhers did of old. 
Chiefs of die pack, and first to cfimb the rock, 
Or plunge into the deep, or thread the brake 
With thorns sharp-pointed, plash'd, and briers i 
woren; 

Observe with care his shape, sort, colour, size. 
Nor will sagacious huntsmen less regard 
His inward habits : the vain babbler shun, 
Ever loquacious, ever in the wrong ; 
His foolish offspring shall offend thy ears 
With false alarms and loud impertinence. 
Nor less the shifting cur avoid, that breaks 
Illusive from the pack : to the next hedge 
Devious he strays, there every mew he tries ; 
If haply then he cross the streaming scent, 
Away he flies vain-glorious ; and exults 
As of the pack supreme, and in his speed 
And strength unrivaU'd. Lo ! cast far behind, 
His vex'd assosiates pant, and labouring strain ' 
To climb the steep ascent. Soon as they reach 
The' insulting boaster, his false courage fails, 
Behind he Uga, doomM to the fatal noose j 
His master's hate, uvd rasrw <& iSt/tat ^JA. 
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"What can from such be hop'd, but a base brood 
Of coward curs, a frantic, vagrant race ? 

When now the third revolving moon appeals, 
With sharpen'd horns, above the horizon's brink ; 
Without Lucina's aid, expect thy hopes 
Are amply crown'd ; short pangs produce to light 
The smoking litter crawling, helpless, blind ; 
Nature their guide, they seek the pouting teat 
That plenteous streams. Soon as the tender dam 
Has form 'd them with her tongue, with pleasure view 
The marks of their renown'd progenitors ; 
Sure pledge of triumphs yet to come. All these 
Select with joy ; but to the merciless flood 
Expose the dwindling refuse, nor o'erload 
The' indulgent mother. If thy heart relent, 
Unwilling to destroy, a nurse provide, 
And to the foster parent give the care 
Of thy superfluous brood ; she'll cherish Irind 
The alien offspring ; pleas'd thou shalt behold 
Her tenderness, and hospitable love. 

If frolic now and playful, they desert 
Their gloomy cell, and on the verdant turf, 
With nerves improv'd, pursue the mimic chase, 
Coursing around ; unto thy choisest friends 
Commit thy valued prize : the rustic dames 
8haD at thy kennel wait, and in their laps 
Receive thy growing hopes, with many a kiss 
Caress, and dignify their little charge 
With some great title, and resounding name 
Of high import. But cautious here observe 
To check their youthful ardour, nor permit 
Tl|e unexperienc'd younker, immature, 
Alone to range the woods, ot YhaitvX. ftveVc^Lxa. 
Where dodging conies sport -.to* tkyn xwanxny^mi^ 
Kk2 
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And strength unequal : the laborious chase 
Shall stint bis growth, and his rash forward yout 
Contract such vicious habits, as thy care 
And late correction never shall reclaim. 

When to full strength arriv'd, mature and bok 
Conduct them to the field; not all at once, 
But as thy cooler prudence shall direct, 
Select a few, and form them by degrees 
To stricter discipline. With these consort 
The stanch and steady sages of thy pack, 
By long experience versM in all the wiles 
And subtle doublings of the various chase. 
Easy the lesson of the youthful train, 
When instinct prompts, and when example guid 
If the too forward younker at the head 
Press boldly on, in wanton sportive mood, 
Correct his haste, and let him feel abash'd 
The ruling" whip. But if he stop behind 
In wary modest guise, to his own nose 
Confiding sure ; give him full scope to work 
His winding way, and with thy voice applaud 
His patience and his care ; soon shalt thou view 
The hopeful pupil leader of his tribe, 
And all the listening pack attend his call. 
Oft lead them forth where wanton lambkins pla 
And bleating dams with jealous eyes observe 
Their tender care. If at the crowding flock 
He bay presumptuous, or with eager haste 
Pursue them scatterM o'er the verdant plain ; 
In the foul fact attach'd, to the strong ram 
Tie fast tne ras\v offender. See ? at first 
His liom*& coxcv\>fciv\OTv, "sxA %x^ax'd^ 

Shall drag \um \xem\>\\Tv^ c? et ^ v^ws 
Then with h\a M *afi\*w* 
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And with his curl'd hard front incessant peal 
The panting wretch ; till breathless and astunn'd, 
Stretch'd on the turf he lie. Then spare not thou 
The twining whip, but ply his bleeding sides 
JLash after lash, and with thy threatening voice. 
Harsh-echoing from the hills, inculcate loud 
His vile offence. Sooner shall trembling doves, 
) Escap'd the hawk's sharp talons, in mid air 
Assail their dangerous foe, than he once more 
Disturb the peaceful flocks. In tender age 
Thus youth is train'd ; as curious artists bend 
The taper, pliant twig ; or potters form 
Their soft and ductile clay to various shapes. 

Nor iaft enough to breed ; but to preserve 
Must be the huntsman's care. The stanch old 
hounds, 

Guides of thy pack, though in number few, 
Are yet of great account; shall oft unite 
The gordian knit, when reason at a stand 
Puzzling is lost, and all thy art is vain. 
O'er clogging fallows, o'er dry plasterM roads, 
O'er floated meads, o'er plains with flocks distain'd 
Rank-scenting, these must lead the dubious way. 
As party-chiefs in senates who preside, 
With pleaded reason and with well-turn'd speech 
Conduct the staring multitude ; so these 
Direet the pack, who with joint cry approve, 
And loudly boast discoveries not their own. 

Unnumbered accidents, and various ills, 
Attend thy pack, hang hovering o'er their heads, 
And point the way that leads to Death's dark cave. 
Short is their span ; few at the date arrive 
Of ancient Argus, in old Homer's song 
So highly honour* d *. kind, aa^wa ws> \ 
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Not et*n attiaf la's wiadcaa conM oavjocal 
Thy nwch-lovM master from thy nicer aenee* 
Dying, his tod be own'd, rkrwM him afi o'er 

Of lesser 3b the Mum dechneeto am* 
Nor stoops so krwrof these each groean can tell 
The proper remedy. But O! whet care*. 
What prudence can prevent msdncsa, the worst 
Of maladies? Terrific peat! fcatblesta 
The huntsmen's hopes, and o a aa kt kai epresda 
Through all the* unpeopled Vr final tier net i aiaM 
More fttal than the* envea t'd viper's bite » 
Or that Apufian apad i f onoua stingy < 
HeaPd by the the pleat ftidete of soowle* 

When Siriue reigns, ana we sun's perching been* 
Bake the dry gaping surface, visit thou 
Each eve and morn, with quick observant eye, 
Thy panting pack. If in dark sullen mood 
The glouting hound refuse his wonted meal, 
Retiring to some close, obscure retreat, 
Gloomy, disconsolate : with speed remove 
The poor infectious wretch, and in strong chain* 
Bind him suspected. Thus that dire disease 
Which art can't cure, wise caution may prevent. 

But this neglected, soon expect a change, 
A dismal change, confusion, frenzy, death. 
Or in some dark recess the senseless brute 
Sits sadly pining : deep melancholy, 
And black despair, upon his clouded brow 
Hang lowering •, from his half-opening jaws 
The clammy venom, and infectious froth, 
Distilling fall; and from his lungs inflam'd, 
Malignant vapowr* total the ambient sir, 
Breathing pexd&arr. \aa &a\ ^n£&\ 
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He droops his pensive head, his trembling limbs 
No more support his weight; abject he lies, 
Dumb, spiritless benumb'd ; till death at last 
Gracious attends, and kindly brings belief. 

Or if outrageous grown, behold, alas ! 
A yet more dreadful scene ; his glaring eyes 
Redden with fury, like some angry boar 
Churning he foams ; and on his back erect 
His pointed bristles rise ; his tail incurv'd 
He drops, and with harsh broken howlings rends 
The poison-tainted air, with rough hoarse voice 
Incessant bays, and snuffs the 4 infectious breeze : 
This way and that he stares aghast, and starts 
At his own shade ; jealous, as if he deem'd 
The world his foes. If haply tow'rd the stream 
He cast his roving eye, cold horror chills 
His soul; averse he flies, trembling, appall'd. 
Now frantic to the kennel's utmost verge 
Having he runs, and deals destruction round : 
The pack fly diverse ; for whate'er he meets 
Vengeful he bites, and every bite is death. 

If now perchance through the weak fence escap'd, 
Far up the wind he roves, with open mouth 
Inhales the cooling breeze ; nor man nor beast 
He spares, implacable. The hunter-horse, 
Once kind associate of his silvan toils, 
(Who haply now without the kennel's mound 
Crops the rank mead, and listening hears with joy 
The cheering cry, that morn and eve salutes 
His rapturM sense) a wretched victim falls. 
Unhappy quadruped ! no more, alas! 
Shall thy fond master with his voice applaud 
Thy gentleness, thy speed; or vntihY&&Y»x& 
stroke thy soft dappled sides, as ewk 
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Visits thy atoll, well-pleas'd ; no more shalt thou 
With sprightly neighing*, to the winding horn, 
And the loud opening pack in concert join'd, 
Glad his proud art. For oh ! the secret wound 
Rankling inflames ; he bites the ground and dies. 

Hence to the village with pernicious haste 
Baleful he bends his course : the village flies 
AlamVd ; the tender mother in her arms 
Hugs close the trembling babe ; the doors are barrM; 
And flying curs, by native instinct taught, 
Shun the contagious bane : the rustic bands 
Hurry to arms, the rude militia seize 
Whate'er at hand they find ; clubs, forks, or guns, 
From every quarter charge the furious foe, 
In wild disorder, and uncouth array : [goPd, 
Till now with wounds on wounds oppress'd and 
At one short poisonous gasp he breathes liis last. 

Hence to the kennel, Muse ! return, and view 
With heavy heart that hospital of woe ; 
Where horror stalks at large ; insatiate death 
Sits growling o'er his prey : each hour presents 
A different scene of ruin and distress. 
How busy art thou, Fate ! and how severe 
Thy pointed wrath ! thf dying and the dead 
Promiscuous lie ; o'er these the living fight 
In one eternal broil : not conscious why, 
Nor yet with whom. So drunkards in their cups 
Spare not their friends, while senseless squabble 
reigns. 

Huntsman ! it much behoves thee to avoid 
The perilous debate. Ah ! rouse up all 
Thy vigilance, and tread the treacherous ground 
Witli carefu\ step. Thy fires unqench'd preserve, 
As erst the vestal ftm \ ^ ^wc&s&*w& 
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In the hot embers hide ; and if surprised 

Thou feel'st the deadly bite, quick urge it home 

Into the recent sore, and cauterize 

The wound; 9pare not thy flesh, nor dread the 9 

Vulcan shall save when JEsculapius fails, [event : 

Here, should the knowing Muse recount the means 
To stop this growing plague : and here, alas ! 
Each hand presents a sovereign cure, and boasts 
InfaHibity, but boasts in vain. 
On this depend ; each to his separate seat 
Confine, in fetters bound : give each his mess 
Apart, his range in open air ; and then 
If deadly symptoms to thy grief appear, 
Devote the wretch, and let him greatly fall, 
A generous victim for the public weal. 

Sing, philosophic Muse, the dire effects 
Of this contagious bite on hapless man. 
The rustic swains, by long tradition taught 
Of leeches old, as soon as they perceive 
The bite impressed, to the sea-coasts repair. 
Plunged in the briny flood, the* unhappy youth 
Now journeys home secure ; but soon shall wiah 
The seas as yet had cover'd him beneath 
The foaming surge, full many a fathom deep, 
A fate more dismal, and superior ills 
Hang o'er his head devoted. When the moon 
Closing her monthly round, returns again 
To glad the night ; or when full-orb'd she shines 
High in the vault of Heaven ; the lurking pest 
Begins the dire assault. The poisonous foam 
Through the dee]) wound instill'd with hostile rage 
And all its fiery particles saline, 
Invades the arterial fluid ; whose red waves 
Tempestuous heave, and their co\iejawi\«site.x 
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Fermenting boil ; intestine war ensues, 

And order to confusion turns embroil'd. 

Now the distended vessels scarce contain 

The wild uproar, but press each weaker part, 

Unable to resist : the tender brain 

And stomach suffer most ; convulsions shake 

His trembling' nerves, and wandering pungent pains 

Pinch sore the sleepless wretch ; his fluttering pulse 

Oft intermits ; pensive and sad he mourns 

His cruel fate, and to his weeping friends 

Laments in vain : to hasty anger prone, 

Resents each slight offence, walks with quick step, 

And wildly stares ; at last with boundless sway 

The tyrant frenzy reigns. For as the dog 

(Whose fatal bite conveyM the' infectious bane) 

Raving he foams, and howls, and barks, and bates : 

Like agitations in his boiling blood 

Present like species to his troubled mind ; 

His nature, and his actions all canine. 

So as (old Homer sung) the' associates wild 

Of wandering Ithacus, by Circe's charms [groves : 

To swine transform'd, run gruntling through the 

Dreadful example to a wicked world ! 

See there distress'd he lies ! parch'd up with thirst. 

But dares not drink : till now at last his soul 

Trembling escapes, her noisome dungeon leaves, 

And to some purer region wings away. 

One labour yet remains, celestial Maid ! 
Another element demands thy song. 
No more o'er craggy steeps, through coverts thick 
With pointed thorn, and briers intricate, 
Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack : 
But skim w'rtiv vfaxftan Vyev^\W irriguous vale, 
Where vVadxug fcXarosaa sehA 'Oafc ^ wads 
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Perpetual glide along; and undermine 
The cavern'd banks, by the tenacious roots 
Of hoary willows arch'd ; gloomy retreat 
Of the bright scaly kind; where they at will, 
On the green watry reed their pasture graze, 
Suck the moist soil, or slumber at their ease, 
Rock'd by the restless brook, that draws aslope 
Its humid train, and laves their dark abodes. 
Where rages not oppression P Where, alas ! 
Is innocence secure ? Rapine and spoil 
Haunt ev'n the lowest deeps : seas have their sharks; 
Rivers and ponds enclosed, the ravenous pike ; 
He in his turn becomes a prey ; on him 
The' amphibious otter feasts. Just is his fate 
DeserVd : but tyrants know no bounds ; nor spears 
That bristle on his back defend the perch 
From his wide greedy jaws ; nor burnish'd mail 
The yellow carp ; nor all his arts can save * 
The' insinuating eel, that hides his head 
Beneath the slimy mud ; nor yet escapes 
The crimson-spotted trout, the river's pride, 
And beauty of the stream. Without remorse, 
This midnight pillager, ranging around, 
Insatiate swallows all. The owner mourns 
The' unpeopled rivulet, and gladly hears 
The huntsman's early call, and sees with joy 
The jovial crew, that march upon its banks 
In gay parade, with bearded lances arm'd. 

This subtle spoiler of the beaver kind, 
Far oft" perhaps, where ancient alders shade 
The deep still pool, within some hollow trunk 
Contrives his wicker couch ; whence he surveys 
His long purlieu, lord of the stream, and all 
The finny shoals his own. But you, bwe vqvi^Uv 
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Dispute Uic felon's claim ; try every root, 
And every reedy bank; encourage all 
The busy-spreading pack, that fearless plunge 
Into the flood, and cross the rapid stream. 
Bid rocks and caves and each resounding shore. 
Proclaim your bold defiance ; loudly raise 
Each cheering voice, till distant hills repeat 
The triumphs of the vale. On the soft sand 
Sec there his seal impressed ! and on that bank 
Behold the glittering spoils, half-eaten fish, 
Scales, fins, and bones, the leavings of his feast. 
Ah ! on that yielding sag-bed, see, once more 
llis seal I view : o'er yon dank rushy marsh 
The sly goose-footed prowler bends his course, 
And seeks the distant shallows. Huntsman, bring 
Thy eager pack ; and trail him to his couch. 
Hark ! the loud peal begins, the clamorous joy, 
The gallant chiding loads the trembling air. 

Ye Naiads fair, who o'er these floods preside. 
Raise up your dripping heads above the wave, 
And hear our melody ; the' harmonious notes 
Float with the stream ; and every winding creek 
And hollow rock, that o'er the dimpling flood 
Nods pendent, still improve from shore to shore 
Our sweet reiterated joys. liVhat shouts ! 
What clamour loud! what gay heart-cheering sound*! 
Urge through the breathing brass their mazy way' 
Not quires of tritons glad with sprightlier strains 
The dancing billows, when proud Neptune rides 
In triumph o'er the deep. How greedily 
They snuff the fishy steam, that to each blade 
Kank-sccntiiv^ cX\\\^&. Wh \fc«. morning dews 
They sweep, t\v*V from >3m£vc fe^\ttsqsrad&BN^s^ 
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on firm land they range ; then in the flood 
/ plunge tumultuous ; or through reedy pools 
ling they work their way ; no holt escapes 
r curious search. With quick sensation now 
fuming vapour stings ; flutter their hearts, 
joy redoubled bursts from every mouth 
uder symphonies. Yon hollow trunk, 
. with its hoary head incurv'd salutes 
passing wave, must be the tyrant's fort, 
dread abode. How these impatient climb, 
le others at the root incessant bay : 
j put him down. See, there he dives along ! 
ascending bubbles mark his gloomy way : 
k fix the nets, and cut off his retreat 
the sheltering deeps. Ah, there he vents ! 
pack plunge headlong, and protended spears 
ice destruction : while the troubled surge 
plant foams, and all the scaly kind 
ghted, hide their heads. Wild tumult reigns, 
loud uproar. Ah there once more he vents ! 
that bold hound has seiz'd him; down they sink, 
ither lost ; but soon shall he repent 
rash assault. See, there escap'd, he flies 
•drown'd, and clambers up the slippery bank 
i ooze and blood distain'd. Of all the brutes, 
*her by Nature form'd, or by long use, 
artful diver best can bear the want 
ital air. Unequal is the fight, 
iath the whelming element. Yet there 
tves not long ; but respiration needs 
roper intervals. Again he vents ! 
n the crowd attack. That spear lias piere'd 
\eek; the crimson waves confess xhfc *cwxA> 
is the bearded lance, uwwe\coTWfc flpwfc* 
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Where'er heftiest with him ft sinjcs beneath, 
WHh him it mounts; sure guide to every foe* - 
Inly he groans t nor can hit tender wowmI «. 
Bear the cold stream. Lo ! to yon eulgj heafc 
He cr e e ps disc ons ola te i his numerous fbes 
Surround him, hounds sad men. IHsstttt tisfsajh 

and through, 
On pointed spears they lift him high in sir i 
WriggUngiie hangs, and grins, and bite* hi vsm: 
Bid the krad horns, in gaily -warbling strains* 
Proclaim the felon's late; he dies, he diss. 

Rejoice, ye scaly tribes, and leaping done* . 
Above the wave, in sign of liberty 
RestorM ; the cruel tyrant is no more. 
Rejoice, secure and bkss'di did not as yet 
Remain some of your own rapacious kind; 
And man, fierce man, with all his various wiles. 

O happy ! if ye knew your happy state, 
Ye rangers of the fields : whom Nature boon 
Cheers with her smiles, and every element 
Conspires to bless. What, if no heroes frown 
From marble pedestals ; nor Raphael's works, 
Nor Titian's lively tints, adorn our walls: 
Yet these the meanest of us may behold ; 
And at another's cost may feast at will 
Our wondering eyes ; what can the owner more ? 
Hut vain, alas ! is wealth, not grac'd with pow*r. 
The flowery landscape, and the gilded dome, 
And vistas opening to the wearied eye, 
Through all his wide domain ; the planted grove, 
The shrubby wilderness, with its gay choir' 
Of warbling birds, can't lull to soft repose 
The' ambitious wretch, whose discontented soul 
Is harrow'd day %xA t&$& \ >&& mwaM^\s& nines* 
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ntil his prince's favour makes him great. 
*e there he comes, the 9 exalted idol comes ! 
he circle's fbrm'd, and all his fawning slaves 
evoutly bow to earth ; from every mouth 
be nauseous flattery flows, which he returns 
r ith promises, that die as soon as born : 
ile intercourse ! where virtue has no place, 
rown but the monarch ; all his glories fade ; 
e mingles with the throng, outcast, undone, 
be pageant of a day; without one friend 
o soothe his tortured mind ; all, all are fled. 
>r though they basked in his meridian ray, 
le insects vanish, as his beams decline. 
Not such our friends ; for here no dark design, 
) wicked interest bribes the venal heart; 
it inclination to our bosom leads, 
id weds them there for life ; our social cups 
nile, as we smile ; open, and unreserv'd. 
e speak our inmost souls ; good humour, mirth, 
rft complaisance, and wit from malice free, 
nooth every brow, and glow on every cheek. 
O happiness sincere ! what wretch would groan 
ineath the galling load of power, or walk 
pon the slippery pavements of the great, 
ho thus could reign, unenvied and secure ? 
Ye guardian powers who make mankind your care, 
ve me to know wise Nature's hidden depths ; 
•ace each mysterious cause, with judgment read 
ie' expanded volume, and submiss adore 
lat great creative Will, who at a word 
>oke forth the wondrous scene. But if my soul 
> this gross clay confin'd, flutters on earth 
ith less ambitious wing ; unskill'd to range 
om orb to orb, where Newton leads the way ; 
L12 
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And view with piercing eyes the grand machine, 
Worlds above worlds ; subservient to his voice, 
Who veil'd in clouded majesty, alone 
Gives light to all; bids the great system move, 
And changeful seasons in their turns advance, 
UnmovM, unchang'd, Himself. Yet this at least 
Grant me propitious, an inglorious life, 
Calm and serene; nor lost in false pursuits 
Of wealth or honours ; but enough to raise 
My drooping friends, preventing modest want 
That dares not ask. And i£ to crown my joys, 
Ye grant me health, that, ruddy in my cheeks, 
Blooms in my life's decline; fields, woods, tad 
streams, 

Each towering hill, each humble vale below, 
Shall hear my cheering voice, my hounds shall wake 

The lazy morn, and glad the 9 horizon round. 
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several acts of parliament in favour of Fal- 
y are an evident, proof of that high esteem 
ancestors had conceived for this noble diver- 
Our neighbours, France, Germany, and 

and all the rest of Europe, have seemed to 
strith one another who should pay the greatest 
>urs to the courageous Falcon. Princes and 
es were her protectors, and men of the great- 
genius, and most accomplished in all sorts of 
ature, with pleasure carried the hawk on their 
: but the princes of Asia, Turks, Tartars, Per- 
i, Indians, &c. have greatly outdone us Eu- 
:ans in the splendour and magnificence of their 

parades, both as huntsmen and falconers : for 
gh the description of flying at the stag and 
r wild beasts, with eagles, may be thought a 
t incredible ; yet permit me to assure the reader 

it is no fiction, but a real fact. All^the an- 
t books of falconry give us an account of it, 

the relations of travellers confirm it: but 
1 1 think puts it out of all dispute, is the de- 
>tion the famous Monsieur de Thou has ^ven 
his Latin poem, fie Re ^ccipitrorid, ?«\fns&ft& 
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at Venice, in 1735, with an Italian translation and 
notes. 

Hoe studio HzmoaS eircumsonat aula tyranni, 
Tereentum UU equfees, quoties venabula poscit, 
Tot pedites admnt: longo neawi oause renugit 
Latrantam occarm, Tf»ationuM|oe refrains 
Vocibus i huie gemini, neqne enim satis ease ierendo 
Unas tanto oneri possh, eedente petauro 
Cireum aquihm gestaat, attain totidem inde ministri 
Impositam subeont : quarum minor iUa rolucri 
Ore canum voces fingit, nemora avia eomplem 
Terrore ingenti ; latebris turn excka repent? 
Infetix ferm prorumpit : ruit altera demum 
Sublimit cosnpar magno stridore per auras; 
Involat inque oeulos et provoiat atque capaees 
Expandens per inane sinus ealigine densa, 
Horribifiqae saperrolhans eselum obrak umbra. 
Nee minor interest obsisttt: sabliais ntiUa, 
Htoe hamifis sie terga mlans premit et tatas urget : 
Neve gradum refeiat retro, et vestigia vertat, 
Seu Caprea aut Cervus sese tulit obvius illis, 
Rostro atque ungue minax vetat, et cum compare vires 
Alternat social, artemque remunerat arte. 
Nec mora, nec requies : furiis exterrita tantis 
Donee in insidias caeca convalle locatas 
Precipitet ratndis fera mox lanianda Molossis. 

I am very much obliged to those gentlemen who 
have read with favour my poem upon Hunting: 
their goodness has encouraged me to make this 
short supplement to the Chase, and in this poem 
to give them some account of all the more politf 
entertainments of the field. 
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Montibas, et tyhrk, studio jaetabat mani. Tvrg* Bel. ii. 
ARGUMENT. 

traduction.— Description of flying at the stag whh eagles, after 
the manner of the Asiatic princes.— Description of hern«bawk> 
ingv-Of flying at the rirer.— Partridfee^wking.— Daring the 
lark with an hobby jast mentioned.— Shooting flying.— Setting. 
—Angling.— ConeJaskm. 



btcs more, great Prince ! permit an humble bard 

rostrate to pay his homage at your feet ; 

hen, like the morning lark from the low ground 

owering aloft, sublime, to soar and sing; 

ng the heart-cheering pleasure of the fields, 

be choice delight of heroes and of kings. 

In earlier times monarchs of Eastern race, 

i their fuU blaze of pride, as story tells, 

rain'd up the' imperial eagle, sacred bird ! 

ooded, with jingling bells she perch'd on high ; 

ot as when erst on golden wings she led 

be Roman legions o'er the conquered globe, 

ankind her quarry ; but a docile slave, 

wn'd to the lure, and careful to attend 

er master's voice. Behold the man renown'd, 



406 



IISJLB SPORTS. 



Abbss the Great, (whom all his fmwning slaves 
Deem'd kins; of kings; vain fools! they sure forgot 
Greater Leonids*, and those fatal straits* 
Blood-stain'd, where slaughterM Persians fell « 
A dreadful carnage !) see his numerous host [heapi 
Spread wide the plains, and in their front upbor* 
Each on her perch* that bends beneath her weight 
Two sister eagles, stately pondrous birds! 
The air's a desert, and the featherM race 
Fly to the neighbouring covert's dark retreats. 
The royal pair on wing, this whirls around 
In circles wide, or like the swallow skims 
The russet plain, and mimics as she flies 
(By many a sleepless night instructed well) 
The hound's loud openings, or the spaniels qacat 
What cannot wakeful industry subdue t 
Meanwhile, that mounts on high, and seems to vies 
A black ascending cloud, when pierc'd the gloom 
Of vapours dank condens'd, the sun's bright beamf 
Pain not her sight : she with expanded sails 
Works through the' ethereal fluid; then perhaps 
Sees through a break of clouds this self-pois'd orb 
Hard by her handmaid moon. She looks beneath 
Contemptuous, and beholds from far this earth, 
This molehill earth, and all its busy arts, 
Labouring for life, which lasts so short a day, 
Just blazing and extinct. So thou, my soul ! 
That breath of life which all men must perceive, 
But none distinctly know, when once escap'd 
From this poor helpless corse, and when on high 
Borne on angelic wings, look down with scorn 
On this mean lessening world, and knaves grown rid 
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By chance, or fraud, or insolence of power. 
Now from her highest pitch, by quick degrees, 
With less ambition, nearer earth she tends, 
As yet scarce visible, and high in air, 
Pois'd on extended wings, with sharper ken 
Attentive marks whatever is done below. 
Thus some wise general, from a rising ground, 
Observes the' embattled foe, where serried ranks 
Forbid access, or where their order loose 
Invites the attack, and points the way to fate. 

All now is tumult ; each heart swells with joy ; 
The falconers shout, and the wide concave rings : 
Tremble the forests round ; the joyous cries [hills, 
Float through the vales; and rocks, and woods, and 
Return the varied sounds. Forth bursts the stag, 
Nor trusts the mazes of his deep recess ; 
Fear hid him close ; strange inconsistent guide ' 
Now hurries him aghast, with busy feet, 
Far o'er the spacious plain : he pants to reach 
The mountain's brow, or with unsteady step 
To climb the craggy cliff; the greyhounds straiu 
Behind to pinch his haunch, who scarce evades 
Their gaping jaws. One eagle, wheeling, flies 
In airy labyrinths, or with easier wing 
Skims by his side, and stuns his patient ear 
With hideous cries ; then peals his forehead broad. 
Or at his eyes her fatal malice aims : 
The other, like the bolt of angry Heav'n, 
Darts down at once and fixes on his back 
Her griping talons, ploughing with her beak 
His pamperM chine : the blood and sweat distilFd. 
From many a dripping farrow, stains the soil. 
Who pities not this fury-hunted wte\x&, 
Embarnss'd thus, on every side dtettewW 
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Death will relieve him; for the greyhounds fierce, 

Seizing their prey, soon drag him to the ground: 

Groaning he rails ; with eyes that swim in tears 

He looks on man, chief author of his woe, 

And weeps, and dies ! the grandees press around, 

To dip their sabres in bis boiling blood : 

Unseemly joy ! 'tis barbarous to insult 

A fallen foe. The dogs, and birds of prey, 

Insatiate, on his reeking bowels feast; 

But the stern Falconer claims the lion's share. 

Such are the sports of kings ; and better far 
Than royal robbery, and the bloody jaws 
Of all-devouring war ! Bach animal, 
By natural instinct taught, spares his own kind; 
But man, the tyrant man! revels at large, 
Frce-booter unrestrained ; destroys at will 
The whole creation, men and beasts his prey; 
These for his pleasure, for his glory those. 

Next will I sing the valiant falcon's fame, 
Aerial fights, where no confederate brute 
Joins in the bloody fray, but bird with bird 
Justs in mid air. Lo ! at his siege,* the nern. 
Tpon the bank of some small purling brook. 
Observant stands to take his scaly prize, 
Himself another's game ; for mark, behind 
The wily falconer creeps ; his grazing horse 
Conceals the treacherous foe, and on his fist 
The' unhooded falcon sits: with eager eyes 
She meditates her prey, and in her wild 
Conceit already plumes the dying bird. 
Vp springs the hern, redoubling every stroke, 
Conscious of taxv^CT, ttaretetai far away, 

» p\*cc vvWxe. vYvfeVvitu «v»sA, , ^v^>^>X!ew'^Ffv 
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busy pennons and .projected beak, 
ing the' opponent clouds : the falcon swift 
ws at speed, mounts as he mounts, for hope 
i vigour to her wings : another soon 
is after to support the bold attack ; 
ips a third. As in some winding creek 
roud Iberia's shore, the corsairs sly 
waiting to surprise a British sail, 
reighted from Hetruria's friendly ports, 
:h Byzantium ; after her they scud, 
ng the spumy waves with equal oars, 
p reading all their shrouds; she makes the main, 
ig every gale, nor yet forgets 
iar her deck, and tell the' insulting foe, 
lis of thunder, Britons cannot fear, 
is the hern pursued, but fighting flies, 
grows the conflict; every nerve's employ'd: 
hrough the yielding element they soar, 
ng high, then sink at once, and rove 
kless mazes through the troubled sky. 
it ; no peace. The falcon hovering flies 
'd in air, r and confidently bold 
o'er him like a cloud, then aims her blow 
his destin'd head. The watchful hem 
from her like a blazing meteor swift 
ilds the night, eludes her talons keen 
Dinted beak, and gains a length of way. 
r e the' attentive crowd; all hearts are fix'd 
i important war, and pleasing hope 
in each breast. The vulgar and the great. 
V happy now, with freedom share 
mmon joy : the shepherd-boy forgets 
at/ng care ; the fobouring\na&le*&&VL 
n unsown ; in transport 
tVIL M m 



The* expecting farrow, and in wild anue 
The gazing village point their eye* to HeaVn. 
Where is the tongue can speak the falconer'* carat 
'Twixt hopes and fears, as in a tempest toasM? 
His fluttering heart, his varying cheeks confess " 
His inward wee. Now, like a wearied stag, 
That stands at bay, the hern provokes their rage; 4 
Close by his languid wing, in downy plumes, 
Covers his fatal beak, and cantioua hides 
The well-dissembled fraud. The falcon darts 
like lightning from -above, and in her breast 
Receives the latent death $ down plumb she Ml 
Bounding from earth, and with her trtcklmg gore 
Denies her gaudy plumage. See, alas ! 
The falconer in despair; hb favourite bird. 
Dead at his feet, as of bis dearest friend 
He weeps her fate ; he meditates revenge, 
He storms, he foams, he gives a loose to rage; 
Nor wants he long the means ; the hern fatigued, 
Borne down by numbers, yields ; and prone on earth 
He drops; his cruel foes wheeling around, 
Insult at will. The vengeful falconer flies 
Swift as an arrow shooting to their aid, 
Then muttering inward curses, breaks his wings, 
And fixes in the ground his hated beak ;* 
Sees with malignant joy, the victors proud 
SmearM with his blood, and on his marrow feastf 

Unhappy bird ! our fathers' prime delight, 
Who fenc'd thine eyry round with sacred lawB;* 

* This is done to prevent his hurting the hawk ; they generally 
also break their leg*. 

t lTie reward of the hawk ; made of the brains, marrow, and 
blood, which they call in Italian Soppa. 

| No man wa» pexn&U&ta ta^^ti^ttAipeda of the eyry, « 
nest of a hern, vndet £w*X vaaV&ak. 
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Nor mighty princes now disdain to wear 
Thy waving crefct, the mark of high, command, 
With gold, and pearl, and brilliant gems adorn'd.* 

Now, if the crystal stream delight thee more, 
Sportsman! lead on, where through the reedy bank 
The' insinuating waters, filtered, stray 
In many a winding maze. The wild-duck there 
Gluts on the fattening ooze, or steals the spawn 
Of teeming shoals, her more delicious feast. 
How do the sunbeams on the glassy plain 
Sport wanton, and amuse our wandering eyes 
With variously-reflected changing rays ! 
The murmuring stream salutes the flowery mead 
That glows with fragrance ; Nature all around 
Consents to bless. What sluggard now would sink 
In beds of down ? What miser would not leave 
His bags untold for this transporting scene ?— 
Falconer, take care, oppose thy well-train'd steed* 
And slily stalk ; unhood thy falcon bold, 
Observe at feed the unsuspecting team 
Paddling with oary feet : he's seen ; they fly. 
Now at full speed the falconer spurs away 
To* assist his favourite hawk ; she from the rest 
Has singled out the mallard, young and gay, 
Whose green and azure brightens in the sun. 
Swift as the wind that sweeps the desert plain, 
With feet, wings, beak, he cuts the liquid sky : 
Behoves him now both oar and sail ; for see 
The' unequal foe gains on him as he flies. 
Long holds the' aerial course ; they rise, they fall, 
Now skim in circling rings, then stretch away 
With all their force, till at one fatal stroke 

* The hern's top worn at coronations. uete^tn&Vs'i tafc^fcttAtfts*. 
in Asia in their turbans. 
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The vigorous hawk, exerting every nerve, 
Truss'd in mid air bears down her captive prey. 
'Tis well on earth they fall ; for oft the duck 
Mistrusts her coward wings, and seeks again 
The kind protecting flood : if haply then 
The falcon rash aim a decisive blow, 
And spring to gripe her floating prey, at once 
She dives beneath, and near some osier's root 
Pops up her head secure ; then views her foe, 
Just in the grasping of her fond desires, 
And in full pride of triumph whelm'd beneath 
The gliding stream. Ah! where are now, proud bit 
Thy stately trappings, and thy silver bells, 
Thy glossy plumage, and thy silken crest ? 
Say, tyrant of the skies ! wouldst thou not now 
Exchange with thy but late desponding foe 
Thy dreadful talons, and thy polish'd beak, 
For her web-feet despis'd ? How happy they, 
Who, when gay Pleasure courts, and Fortune smile 
Fear the reverse ; with caution tread those paths 
Where roses grow, but wily vipers creep ! 

These are expensive joys, fit for the great, 
Of large domains possess'd : enough for me 
To boast the gentle spar-hawk on my fist, 
Or fly the partridge from the bristly field, 
Retrieve the covey with my busy train, 
Or with my soaring hobby dare the lark. 

But if the shady woods my cares employ 
In quest of feather'd game, my spaniels beat 
Puzzling the' entangled copse, and from the b^al 
Push forth, the whirring pheasant ; high in air 
He vr avea \^tv^ *Nx^tohing away 

With nasty ^otHv^m^Sas? >a?^\s^Na^ 

The mime ^touxvte.? \kfe\s»&K^ 
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:rtakes him, and with many a giddy whirl 
- earth he falls, and at my feet expires. 
When Autumn smiles, all beauteous in decay, 
nd paints each chequer'd grove with various hues, 
y setter ranges in the new-shorn fields, 
lis nose in air erect ; from ridge to ridge 
'anting he bounds, his quartered ground divides 
n equal intervals, nor careless leaves 
One inch untried. At length the tainted gales 
His nostrils wide inhale : quick joy elates 
His beating heart, which, -awed by discipline 
Severe, he dares not own, but cautious creeps 
Low-covering, step by step ; at last attains 
His proper distance ; there he stops at once, 
And points with his instructive nose upon 
The trembling prey. On wings of wind upborne 
The floating net unfolded flies, then drops, 
And the poor fluttering captives rise in vain. 

Or haply on some river's cooling bank, 
Patiently musing, all intent I stand 
To hook the scaly glutton. See ; down sinks 
Mv cork, that faithful monitor ; his weight 
My taper angle bends ; surprisM, amaz'd, 
He glitters in the sun, and struggling, pants 
For liberty, till in the purer air 
He breathes no more. Such are our pleasing c? 
And sweet amusements; such each busy drudg* 
Envious must wish, and all the wise enjoy. 

Thus, roost illustrious Prince ! have I presun 
In my obscure sojourn, to sing at ease 
Rural delights, the joy and sweet repast 
Of every noble mind ; and now perchance 
Untimely sing, since from yon neighbouring f 
The grumbling thunder rolls ; calm Peace 
Hm2 
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Starts from her couch, and the rude din of war 

Sounds hanh in every ear. But, righteous HeaVo! 

Britain deserted, friendless and alone, 

Will not as yet despair : shine but in arms, 

O Prince ! belovM by all ; patron professed 

Of liberty; with evdry virtue crown'd ; 

Millions shall crowd her strand, and her white cKfli, ] 

As Teneriffe or Atlas firm, defy • ; 

The break of seas, and malice of her foes, 

Nor the proud Gaul prevail where Caesar fail'd. 



THE BOWLING-GREEN. 

Wheie fair Sabrina's wandering currents flow, 
A large smooth plain extends its verdant brow; 

Here every morn, while fruitful vapours feed 
The swelling 1 blade, and bless the smoking mead, 
A cruel tyrant reigns : like Time, the swain 
Whets his unrighteous scythe, and shaves the plain : 
Beneath each stroke the peeping flowers decay, 
And all the' unripen'd crop is swept away : 
The heavy roller next he tugs along, 
Whiffs his short pipe, or rears a rural song ; 
With curious eye then the press'd turf he views, 
And every rising prominence subdues. 

Now when each craving stomach was well-storM, 
And Church and King had travell'd round the board, 
Hither at Fortune's shrine to pay their court 
With eager hopes the motley tribe resort ; 
Attorneys spruce, in their plate-button'd frocks, 
And rosy parsons, fat and orthodox : 
Of every sect, Whigs, Papists, and Highflyers, 
C ornuted alderm&x^ Mv^\ve.x^K,Vd squires ; 
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c-honters, quacks, scribblers in verse and prose, 
d half-pay captains, and half-witted beaus. 
the gTeen cirque the ready racers stand, 
pos'd in pairs, and tempt the bowler's hand; 
;h polish'd sphere does his round brother own, 
e twins distinguish'd by their marks are known, 
the strong rein guides the well-managed horse, 
re weighty lead infus'd directs their course : 
ese in the ready road drive on with speed, 
: those in crooked paths more artfully succeed, 
the tall ship that makes some dangerous bay, 
th a side wind obliquely slopes her way. 
! there the silver tumbler fix'd on high, 
s victor's prize, inviting every eye ! 
e champions or consent or chance divide, ") 
die each man thinks his own the surer side, C 
d the jack leads the skilful bowler's guide. 3 
lendo stripp'd first ; from foreign coasts he 
brought 

:haos of receipts, and anarchy of thought ; 
lere the tumultuous whims to faction prone, 
U justled monarch Reason from her throne : 
re dangerous than the porcupine's his quill, 
r'd to slaughter, and secure to kill. 
: loose, just Heaven! each virulent disease, 
t save us from such murderers as these, 
fht Bendo live but half a patriarch's age, 
e' unpeopled world would sink beneath his rage ; 
r need to' appease the just Creator's ire 
tecond deluge or consuming fire, 
winks one eye, and knits his brow severe, 
en from his hand launches the flying sphere ; 
t of the green the guiltless wood he hurl'd, 
ift as his patients from this nether world; 
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Then grinn'd malignant, but the jocund crowd 
Deride his senseless rage, and shout aloud. 

Next, Zadoc, His thy turn, imperious priest ! 
Still late at church, but early at a feast. 
No turkey-cock appears with better grace, 
His garments black, vermilion paints his face : 
His wattles hang upon his stiffen 'd band, 
His platter feet upon the trigger stand, 
He grasps the bowl in his rough brawny hand : 
Then squatting down, with his grey goggle-eyes 
He takes his aim, and at the mark it flies; 
Zadoc pursues, and wabbles o'er the plain, 
But shakes his strutting paunch, and ambles on 
vain ; 

For, oh ! wide-erring to the left it glides, 
The inmate lead the lighter wood misguides. 
He, sharp reproofs with kind entreaties joint*. 
Then on the counter aide with pain reclines. 
As if he meant to regulate its course, 
By power attractive and magnetic force : 
Now almost in despair, he raves, he storms, 
Writhes his unwieldy trunk in various forms. 
Unhappy Proteus ! still in vain he tries 
A thousand shapes; the bowl erroneous flies, 
Deaf to his prayers, regardless of his cries : 
His puffing cheeks with rising rage inflame, 
And all his sparkling" rubies glow with shame. 
Bcndo's proud heart, proof against Fortune's 
frown, 

Resolves once more to make the prize his own : 
Cautious he plods, surveying all the green, 
\i\d measures V\\\\A\\% \Jcv<t s^ace between : 
But us on \\vkv '\.vta& * ^wa&act cran*. 
To f:<M fvovn owfc Vtft» 
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Conscious of too much vigour, now for fear 
He should exceed, at hand he checks the sphere. 
Soon as he found its languid force decay, 
And the too weak impression die away, 
Quick after it he scuds, urges behind, 
Step after step ; and now, with anxious mind, 
Hangs o'er the bowl, slow-creeping on the plain, 
And chides its faint efforts, and bawls amain : 
Then on the guiltless green the blame to lay, 
Curses the mountains that obstruct his way ; 
Brazens it out with an audacious face, 
His insolence improving by disgrace. 

Zadoc, who now with three black mugs had cheer'd 
His drooping heart, and his sunk spirits rear'd, 
Advances to the trigg with solemn pace, 
And ruddy hope sits blooming on his face. 
Hie bowl he pois'd, with pain his hams he bends, 
On well-chose ground unto the mark it tends : 
Each adverse heart pants with unusual fear, 
With joy he follows the propitious sphere : 
Alas ! how frail is everyjmortal scheme, 
We build on sand, our happiness a dream ! 
Bendo's short bowl stops the proud victor's course, 
Purloins his fame, and deadens all its force. 
At Bendo, from each corner of his eyes, 
He darts malignant rays, then muttering flies 
Into the bower; there, panting and half dead, 
In thick mundungus clouds he hides his head. 

Muse ! raise thy voice : to win the glorious prize, 
Bid all the fury of the battle rise. 
These but the light-arm'd champions of the field, 
See Griper there ! a veteran well skill'd : 
This able pilot knows to steer a cause 
Through ail the rocks and shallows of the laws : 



Or if Hb wrecfd, his trembling cfies* saves 
On the next plank, and disappoints the waves. 
In this, at least, all histories agree, 
That though he lost hit cause he sav*d his fee. 
When the fat client looks in jovial plight, 
How complaisant the man! each point how rigjtatf 
But if the 9 abaadon'd orphan pots his case, 
And poverty ska shrinking on his face, 
How like a cur he snarls! when at the door 
For broken scraps he quarrels with ike poor. 
The farmer's oracle, when rent-day's near, 
And landlords, by forbearance, are severe i 
When huntsmen trespass, or fak neighbour's striae, 
Or tatterM Crape extorts by right divine : 
Him all the rich their contributions pay, 
Him all the poor with aching hearts obey : 
He in his swanskin doublet struts along, 
Now begs, and now rebukes, the pressing throng. 
A passage clear'd, he takes his aim with care, 
And gently from his hand lets loose the sphere : 
Smooth as a swallow o'er the plain it flies, 
While he pursues its track with eager eyes ; 
Its hopeful course approved, he shouts aloud, 
Claps both his hands, and justles through the crowd. 
Hovering awhile, soon at the mark \t stood. 
Hung o'er inclin'd, and fondly kiss*d the wood; 
Loud is the' applause of every betting friend, 
And peals of clamorous joy the concave rend. 
But in each hostile face a dismal gloom 
Appears, the sad presage of loss to come : 
'Mong these Trebellius, with a mournful air 
Of livid \\ue, yufc. dywv^ 'wJSbl &wjaii\ 
Shuffles about, s&Tew%\&& t\y«^l^<av^ % 
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Then gives his sage advice with wondrous skill, 

"Which no man ever heeds, or ever will : 

Yet he persists, instructing to confound, 

And with his cane points out the dubious ground. 

Strong Nimrod now, fresh as the rising dawn, 
Appears ; his sinewy limbs and solid brawn 
The gazing crowd admires. He nor in courts 
Delights, nor pompous balls, but rural sports 
Are his soul's joy. At the horn's brisk alarms 
He shakes the* unwilling Phillis from his arms ; 
Mounts with the sun, begins his bold career, 
To chase the wily fox or rambling deer : 
So Hercules, by Juno's dread command, 
From savage beasts and monsters freed the land. 
Hark ! from the covert of yon gloomy brake 
Harmonious thunder rolls, the forests shake ; 
Men, boys, and dogs, impatient for the chase, 
Tumultuous transports flush in every face ; 
With ears erect the courser paws the ground, 
Hills, vales, and hollow rocks, with cheering cries 



Drive down the precipice (brave youths!) with 
Bound o'er the river banks, and smoke along the 
But whither would the devious Muse pursue [mead. 
I*he pleasing theme, and my past joys renew ? 
Another labour now demands thy song. 
Jtretch'din two ranks, behold the' expecting throng 
Is Nimrod pois'd the sphere : his arms he drew "} 
Jack like an arrow in the Parthian yew, [it flew : C 
Then launch'd the whirling globe, and full as swift J 
lowls dash'd on bowls confounded all the plain, 
tafe stood the foe, well coverM by his train, 
assaulted tyrants thus their guard defends, 
\8caping by the ruin of their friends. 
it now he stands expos'd, their ot&*t \rcoV^ 
id seems to dread the next decisive ^xqVl^ 
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So at tome bloody siege, the po a sjto ua boll 
Batten with ceaseless rage tbe crumbling w*H 
(A breach once made) toon galls the naked tsva, 
Biots in blood, and heap* on boons are thrown. 

Each avenue that ele i th aching* heart 
Griper beheld, exert uij artt 
Once more reaolrea to cneek nia forioos foe, 
Block up tbe passage, and elude the blow. . 
With cautious hand, and with less rbrce, he threw -y 
The well-poisM sphere, that gentry eiiefiBgileWyV 
But stopping short, coverM the mark from view.) 
So little Teucer on the well-fought field 
Securely sculk'd behind his brother's shield. 

Nimrod, in dangers bold, whose heart elate 
Nor courted Fortune's smiles nor rearM her hate, 
PerplexM, but not discouras/d, walkM around, 
With curious eye examin'd all the ground ; 
Not the least opening in the front was found. 
Sideway he leans, declining to the right, 
And marks his way, and moderates his might. 
Smooth-gliding o'er the plain the' obedient sphere 
Held on its dubious road, while hope and fear 
Alternate ebb'd and flow'd in every breast : 
Now rolling nearer to the mark it pressM ; 
Then changM its course, by the strong bias rein'd, 
And on the foe discharged the force that yet re- 
main'd : — 

Smart was the stroke : away the rival fled, 
The bold intruder triumph'd in his stead. 

Victorious Nimrod seiz'd the guttering prize, 
Shouts of outrageous joy invade the skies ; 
Hands, tongues, and caps, exalt the victor's fame, 
Sabrina's banks return him loud acclaim* 



